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Its a doll of a show I loved if 
and loved it!" SKSKBK
BY ARRANGEMENT WITH HOCKING & WOODS PTY. LTD. AND THE SEYMOUR THEATRE CENTRE 
THE NIMROD THEATRE COMPANY PRESENTS
A Wild and Romantic Musical Adventure
from the man mho gave us West Side Story"
LEONARD BERNSTEIN’S
Book by: Hugh Wheeler adapted from Voltaire 
Lyrics by: Richard Wilbur. John Latouche 
and Stephen Sondheim 
Director: JOHN BELL 
Designer: Roger Kirk 
Musical Director: Robert Gavin 
Choreographer: Keith Bain 
with Jon Ewing. Philip Quast. Susan Van Cott 
and Ric Burchall. Jacqui Hall. John Hannan.
Barry Lovett. Christine Mahoney. Karen O'Neill. 
Deidre Rubenstein. Tony Sheldon.
Michael Smith. Tony Taylor.
Candide is the most brilliant, 
hilarious and exciting musical 
to be seen in Australia in a decade 
. . .  Candide will totally 
entertain you and always 
remember Candide could be you.
nimrod YORK THENTRE
S E Y M O U R  T H E A T R E  C E N T R EFrom  T u e s d a y  2 0 th  A p ri l  to S a tu rd a y  1 2 th  J u n e  
M o n d a y  to F r id a y  8 p m .  S a tu rd a y  5 p m  a n d  8 .? 0 p m  
T h u rs d a y  m a t in e e  2 .0 0 p m .  G e n e ra l  E n q u ir ies :  P h o n e  6 9 2  0 5 5 5
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SUICIDI
DIRECTOR: AUBREY MELLOR DESIGNER: RICHARD ROBERTS
Starring
PETER CARROLL, ANGELA PUNCH McGREGOR, RON HADDRICK
With ROBERT ALEXANDER, JAMES BELTON, BRANDON BURKE, 
ANNIE BYRON, GORDON McDOUGALL, HEATHER MITCHELL,
CAROLE SKINNER
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O n M usica ls...
Musicals are back in a big way. To most 
of the general populus they are what 
theatre is all about. With dazzling 
choreography, brilliant sets, larger than 
life characters in fabulous costumes, 
they are theatre theatrical. They either 
set up that showbiz electric buzz in an 
audience — or they fail totally.
The musical is theatre’s El Dorado; 
immense pots of gold are found, or if the 
dream evaporates the losses are vast. 
Ever larger budgets are needed to 
mount them; like the blockbuster 
movies, the incredible costs are part of 
the hype that gets the public in. $5 
million worth of staging can be ogled for 
a $20 ticket.
They are the bastard child made 
good through riches — part of the 
American (and to some extent, 
Australian) Dream. Their lineage is 
from a host of sires, themselves 
illegitimate: burlesque, operetta,
variety, revue and music hall. Still, 
being nouveau riche they are not quite 
respectable.
Despite the musical’s eclectic ability 
to cover a host of themes — racial 
prejudice (West Side Story), labour 
unions (Pajama Game), psychological 
character study (Pal Joey), corporate 
politics (How To Succeed In 
Business. . .), literary sources (West 
Side Story, My Fair Lady) they are not 
a truly dramatic form in the sense of 
comedy or tragedy. Their form seems 
necessarily to involve a trivialising 
effect. Because of the songs there is 
little room for complex plot 
development. The choreography and 
staging remove them from everyday 
life. The vision is optimistic; even when 
there is pessimism in the lyrics it is 
countered by the harmony in the score
(unlike some music theatre, such as 
Eight Songs For A Mad King — see 
James Murdoch’s article last month — 
where the dissonance in the theme is 
paralleled by the atonality of the 
music). Their world is of romance, 
idealism, exoticism and aspiration.
Overall their success or failure 
depends upon the gestalt of all the 
elements coming together in the 
theatre; on the electricity they generate 
in the audience on the night. Their 
story lines do not persist, their 
optimism dissolves like fairy floss, only 
the tunes have any staying power.
Despite being the most truly popular 
form their essential escapism makes 
them duck and drake in the public’s 
affections. Extraordinarily and per­
versely, predominating theatre forms 
can be the antithesis of social concerns. 
The pessimism of the absurd arrives 
when economies are buoyant; the 
musical rides high when there is war, 
depression and recession.
Whatever the claims, then, for 
serious subject matter, musicals 
(properly musical comedies) work as 
much as anything because of the 
package. Chicago and Barnum reveal 
this unashamedly in their lyrics: 
“Razzle dazzle” the audience; Give 
them “Humbug”. No wonder the 
musical, with all that US spiel and fast- 
lane facade, is Broadway’s baby.
Musicals are their own justification. 
The essential romanticism, upbeat 
view of life and naive optimism give 
audiences what they want, particularly 
when real life is depressing. They are 
the ultimate in consumer theatre. 
When times are hard, and for the 
theatre too, they are the way out.
THEATRE AUSTRALIA APRIL 1982 3
I N F O -----
CABARET
COMPETITION?
Following last month’s announcement of 
the Horler’s new theatre restaurant yenue, 
Up Stage (which opens on the 14th of this 
month), we now hear that Mr Leon Fink 
has bought the premises of what was the 
Kinsela Funeral Parlour at Taylor Square, 
and is in the process of turning it into a 
cabaret theatre restaurant.
The Sydney Theatre Company has 
moved in fast and in the absence this year of 
their second venue at Walsh Bay, is 
mounting three shows later in ’82 at the 
Kinsela. They will all be new Australian 
works, and actual plays performed in a 
cabaret atmosphere, rather than simply 
cabaret entertainments. Perhaps that’s why 
Geraldine Turner will be following up her 
success in Chicago by starring in the 
opening show at Up Stage.
LOCAL SHOW MAKES 
GOOD
The Hunter Valley Theatre Company is
Geraldine Turner — from  Chicago to 
Upstage.
into its eighth year of operation and after an 
extended tale of woe finally seems to have 
turned the corner to local acceptance and 
success. The company has always operated 
on a shoestring and has often been close to 
closure, but is now booming thanks to one 
amazingly successful production and the 
energy of a committed group of people.
Essington Lewis — I Am Work was a new 
play by N ew castle  w rite r  John  
O’Donoghue, about the founder of BHP, 
which the company took an enormous risk 
in premiering last year when they were right 
out of funds. In spite of its uninspiring title 
and unfamiliarity to audiences the play’s 
quality plus a superb production by Aarne 
Neeme (Artistic Director), design by Brian 
Nickless and performances by the entirely 
local company, made the show a sell-out 
success in its first run last year. . . and 
second. . . and third runs this year!
HVTC’s subscribers since then have 
risen from around 150 to over 800 and their 
opening ’82 show, West Side Story, played 
to a record 7,000.in eight days.
Let’s hear it for the local product!
rFTC actors Jonathan Biggins, Terry Crawford, Vic Rooney (as Lewis) and D avid Wood in Essington Lewis — I Am Work.
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RSC BARBICAN 
OPENING
Bille Brown from Biloela, Queensland, 
spoke the first words on the stage of the 
RSC’s magnificent new Barbican Theatre 
home. He not only wrote the opening show 
that was picked to inaugurate the theatre in 
the presence of the Queen, but plays a major 
role in his pantomime, The Swans Down 
Gloves.
Brown has been an actor with the RSC 
for five years and was commissioned to 
write the panto after his play Tnff did so 
well at the Royal Court. He wrote it 
originally for the QTC secondary school 
productions, about growing up in Australia.
Bille Brown has also had offers from 
America, but as yet none from Australia. “ It 
would be nice to have an offer from the 
QTC, MTC or ABC” he said. “ I want to get 
back home to see if I can get a job. I don’t 
want to be fooled by this success — it can 
disappear.”
Theatre companies take note. . .
SSS FOR CAPPA
CAPPA — the Confederation of Australia 
Professional Performing Arts — is 
helping the performing arts companies to 
fund-raise as part of its brief in administer­
ing the Challenge Grant scheme. Obviously 
it is having some success in the area as 
Ansett Transport Industries have recently 
agreed to provide $15,000 towards the 
operating costs of CAPPA itself.
We’ve been p la y in g  to audiences fo r  over five years, and are one o f  the longest-runn ing  
shows a round !
We set the scene with the most in-depth news coverage of the gay community. Our 
interviews, special features and international reporting keep you involved as well as 
aware of events in Australia and throughout the world. We complete the performance 
with comprehensive reviews of music, theatre and art.
Catch a ris ing star. See the h o ttes t show  in  tow n. Subscribe to  C A M P A IG N  —  
A  ustra lia 's best!
Name __ ______________________________ ____________________________________
Address __________________________________________________________________
J T ow n--------------------------------------------  State _____________  Post Code _______
Send cheque/cash/money order payable to CAMPAIGN and mail to:
P.O. Box J41, Brickfield Hill, NSW 2000. 12 issues $18.00 24 issues $36.00 TA
WHITE BROADCAST
It’s more than likely that Patrick White’s 
novel The Tree of Man will be broadcast on 
ABC radio later this year in 30 10-minute 
episodes in the 4.50pm time-slot. White has 
agreed to the proposal, but insists on having
Patrick White.
casting approval. Michael le Moignan will 
be writing the episodes in dramatised 
format, book-ended by a narrator.
W E S T  G IP P S L A N D  
P E R F O R M IN G  A R T S  C E N T R E
Position of C o -o rd in a to r
The Council of the Shire of Warragul 
(Victoria) seeks the services of a 
suitably qualified/experienced person 
to manage the newly constructed 
Performing Arts Centre in Warragul 
($4,000,000 complex).
Interested persons should contact 
The Shire Secretary, PO Box 304, 
Warragul, Victoria (056 230211) for 
further information. Salary range, 
$19,384 to $23,261.
Applications in writing close with the 
undersigned on Friday 23rd April 1982.
U.B. Davidson, 
Shire Secretary.
N IM R O D
T H E A T R E
H IR E
THE UPSTAIRS THEATRE —  (300 SEATS) 
THE DOWNSTAIRS THEATRE —  (82 
SEATS)
AVAILABLE FOR HIRE FOR 
CONFERENCES, SEMINARS, 
CONVENTIONS, MEETINGS, 
CONCERTS, ETC.
F A C IL IT IE S  A V A IL A B L E
Fully air-conditioned, Light catering, 
Fully equipped bar, P.A. System, 
Parking. Also with Nimrod Staff 
available.
FOR FURTHER INFORMATION AND/OR 
BOOKINGS PLEASE CONTACT JOY 
SARGANT OR ALAN CASSAR 699-5003 
NIMROD THEATRE, GOODLET STREET 
OFF 500 ELIZABETH STREET, SURRY 
HILLS. 2012.
- J ------------------------------------ —
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Ava and Susa"*
SPECIALISTS IN 
• SOUNDTRACKS
• BROADWAY SHOWS
L i'.ÿ l
N E W  Y O R K  T H E A T R E  G R A P H IC S  
M O V IE  M E M O R A B IL IA  
M A I L  O R D E R S  W E L C O M E
MOVIE MEMORABILIA
S hop 21, C ry s ta l P a la c e  A rc a d e , G e o r g e £ t . ,  S y d n e y  
O pp. H oyts  E n te rta in m e n t C e n tre  (0 2 ) 2 64 -3 1 79
QUEENSLAND 
MARIONETTES ON TOUR
April and May see the Queensland 
Marionette Theatre on tour with a new 
show, Puppets On Parade. After a March 
season in Brisbane they tour Sydney, 
Orange, Bathurst and Wollongong for five 
weeks, Queensland country centres for six 
weeks and then NSW country centres for 
seven weeks.
Puppets On Parade, a 50-minute musical, 
is the most elaborate program this unique 
company has mounted for school audiences, 
involving some 45 to 50 half life-size 
marionettes, a narrator and three and a half 
tonnes of scenery.
The company was formed by Philip 
Edmiston out of Theatrestrings five years 
ago: despite being the only classical 
marionette theatre in the country, using all 
string puppets rather than the more 
common rod and glove method and despite 
their extensive touring, QMT are not 
currrently receiving federal subsidy, 
although their position is being recon­
sidered. A small grant comes from the 
Queensland Government and the company 
is committed to performing twice a year in 
Brisbane.
M arionette theatre, according to 
Edmiston, is labour intensive; a new show 
may take six to eight months to build and 
the bulk of the construction is done by 
regular company members, with specialists 
imported for costumes and wigs and tor the 
building of heads and movements. There 
are presently three programs in repertoire, 
one for adults, but it is the enthusiastic 
testimonials from school teachers upon 
which the company prides itself. Through 
marionettes, claims Edmiston, young 
people can be introduced to every aspect of 
theatre, from operatic form to the details of 
technical production.
THEATRE FOR 
WHYALLA
Whyalla will be getting a S2.3 million, 500- 
seat, major arts theatre by early next year; 
work is to start in July and finish next 
February. The SA State Government will 
be providing the money for the theatre 
which will have a stage the same size as the 
Festival Centre Playhouse and will be 
linked by a foyer to the existing College of 
Further Education theatre. The decision to 
go ahead with the building is all part of the 
State Government’s commitment to ensure 
that all regional cultural trusts have major 
facilities so touring productions can be 
taken intact to country areas.
SUITABLE CASE. . .
Gail Kelly, director of Canberra Youth 
Theatre, is seeing heartening results from
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one of her innovations, reports Ken Healey. 
Soon after taking over last winter, Gail met 
a number of teenagers with some years of 
experience in youth theatre but without 
jobs. She formed five of them into Youth 
Theatre Troupe.
The Troupe presented its first group- 
devised peice, Treatment, late last year, and 
took it to Canberra schools before and after 
a recent tour to the Adelaide Festival fringe. 
There have also been two short public 
seasons in Canberra. Researched with the 
co-operation of professionals in the field, 
Treatment follows the lives at home and in 
institutions of three handicapped teenagers, 
its effect on audiences of all ages has been 
remarkable; certainly nothing of compar­
able impact came out of Canberra during 
IYDP last year.
CHANGE AT LA BOITE
Malcom Blaylock resigns this month as 
Artistic Director of Brisbane’s La Boite 
Theatre, once his production of The 
Venetian Twins has opened, writes Jeremy 
Ridgman.
A number of important developments 
have occurred at La Boite during Blaylock’s 
period of office. The company has 
committed itself to developing towards 
fully professional status and to a policy of 
community theatre. A full-time Youth 
Director has been appointed. Most tang­
ibly, and perhaps most significantly, La 
Boite has consolidated its output of 
Australian plays under Blaylock, from 
Colonial Experience to Traitors: with the 
second season for this year already mapped 
out in fact all 12 plays produced at La Boite 
in 1982 will have been Australian.
Blaylock has also successfully nursed La 
Boite through the trauma of the Federal 
funding cuts: an energetic and organised 
campaign has ensured the restoration of this 
year’s funds, in full, though the company 
has been warned that it will not be eligible in 
its present form for a general grant.
Malcom Blaylock is returning to 
Adelaide, where he will be freelance 
directing.
Malcolm Blaylock
Timothy West
WEST OUT WEST
“ I’ve worked in Australia so much — this is 
my fifth visit since 1972 — that I feel I have 
a small place in Australian theatre.”
English actor/director Timothy West’s 
modest “small place” is growing with each 
visit; last in Perth in 1981 for the Festival 
with the Old Vic Company, playing 
Shy lock in The Merchant of Venice and 
directing Pinero’s Trelawney of the Wells, 
he is back wearing a different hat — that of 
Artist-in-Residence with the English 
Department of the University of Western 
Australia for three-and-a-half months. He 
will also play the title role in the National 
Theatre Company’s forthcoming pro­
duction of Chekhov’s Uncle Vanya, which 
his wife, Prunella Scales will direct — hence 
his fledgeling rufous beard.
The play he is producing with the 
students, with contributions from gra­
duates and Faculty members (there are 
three drama groups on campus), is Thomas 
Middleton’s Jacobean tragedy Women 
Beware Women, which opened at the 
Octagon Theatre on campus on March 30; 
he’s enthusiastic about the thrust stage 
theatre with its steeply raked seating s it 
enables him to incorporate the Elizabethan 
“two-level concept” without losing the legs 
or heads of the actors.
The
Drama Studio
3 year full time Acting Course 
3 year full time Directors Course 
3 year full time Instructors Course 
at the
Sydney City 
Theatre Centre
part time courses In Acting; Dance classes, and 
performing arts workshops.
also at the S.C.T.C.
Attitudes Dance
3 year full time training for Classical Ballet 
Childrens classes Beginners to Intermediate 
Adult classes from beginner on.
For information and prospectus contact:
The Drama Studio (Sydney) Ltd., P.O. Box 201, 
Woollahra 2025. Telephone (02) 331 3755
THE PERFORMING ARTS
BOOKSHOP
2nd Floor. Crystal 
Palace Arcade. 
590-592 George Street. 
Sydney
Telephone: 267 2257
EURO HAIR CENTRE
Suite 511, 5th Floor,
381 Pitt St., Sydney. 
Telephne: 264-8183
HAIRPIECES — WIGS — 
BEARDS — MOUSTACHES -  
SIDEBURNS FOR THEATRE, 
FILM & TELEVISION 
All creative work. 
Handmade in our own workshop 
by experienced craftsman.
COMPARE OUR PRICES 
Telephone: 264 8183
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I doubt that anyone connected with the 
show anticipated the runaway success 
being enjoyed by They're Playing  
Our Song in its return Sydney season 
at Her Majesty’s Theatre, even after 
the general critical acclaim that the 
production and its stars, Jacki Weaver 
and John Waters, were better than 
ever.
Box office figures tell the story. On 
the Monday after the February 11 
opening — Monday being always the 
heaviest booking day as the plan is then 
opened for another week — Mitchells 
Bass took a record S43,000 in bookings 
for Song. Few thought that could be 
topped, but the following Monday the 
agency collected a staggering $47,000 
for the show. And as I write, advance 
sales as yet show no sign of slackening.
Song is scheduled for 16 weeks at 
Her Majesty’s, but could be extended 
if this kind of demand continues. In any 
case, JCW Productions Ltd looks 
like being in occupation at this theatre 
for the rest of 1982.
Most likely to follow, I gather, is 
One M o' Time, a show rich with New 
Orelans jazz and still playing at the 
V illage Gate Theatre off-off- 
Broadway and the Phoenix Theatre 
in London, where it was a nominee 
early this year for the Standard  
newspaper award for best new musical. 
It features a cast of southern blacks and 
would, I guess, have to be mainly an 
imported company. There’s a possib­
ility it could be here in May or June, 
perhaps opening in Melbourne.
Then, around September, we should 
be seeing an overdue all-Australian 
production of the long-running 
American musical, I Love M y Wife.
That London Standard  newspaper
award for best musical, incidentally, 
went to the new Tim Rice-Andrew 
Lloyd Webber piece, Cats, but only 
after impassioned debate between the 
judges, according to Standard  drama 
critic Milton Shulman who, as a 
member of the panel, had nominated 
Cats. He was supported by the 
Guardian's Michel Billington, who 
called it “an innovative musical that 
palpably works on an audience” and 
added: “ If in a year when a first-rate 
British musical comes along we give it 
no award we make ourselves look 
foolish.”
Former critic Bernard Levin, 
however, disagreed. “ In 37 years of 
theatre-going I do not believe I have 
ever seen such a load of garbage 
shovelled on to a stage as Cats," he 
said. It didn’t matter. He was the only 
one of the six judges to vote “No” .
The other awards, in case you didn’t 
see them, were: best play, Peter 
Nichols’ Passion Play; best actor, 
Alan Howard in Good; best actress, 
Maggie Smith in Virginia; best 
comedy, Mike L eigh’s G oose  
Pimples; best director, Sir Peter 
Hall for The Oresteia; most promis­
ing playwright, Nell Dunn for 
Steaming.
Most exciting theatre news so far this 
year must surely be the magnificent 
and munificent gift to Sydney’s 
Nimrod Theatre of its building and 
the land on which it stands, property 
valued at $1,500,000 and sold to the 
company for $1. Donor, it has been 
revealed, is CAGA Finance, mort­
gagee of the 8,000 square metre block 
surrounding the theatre. The prospect 
now opened up of a three-theatre 
complex with proper rehearsal space,
Maggie Sm ith  — London Best 
A ctress in Virginia.
workshops, a restaurant and elegant 
surroundings, is glorious indeed.
The Melbourne Theatre Com­
pany’s new season, just started, almost 
makes me wish I lived in that city!
It sees the welcome return from 
America of our own P atric ia  
Conolly, now playing in Hedda 
Gabler at Athenaeum I. She was last 
here for the Ensemble Theatre’s 
production of O’Neill’s Long Day's 
Journey Into Night as part of the 
interim season that launched the 
Sydney Theatre Company.
Other highlights are new plays by 
Ray Lawler and Alma de Groen. 
Lawler’s new play, Godsend, about 
the death of St Thomas a Becket and 
a strange aftermath, sounds very much 
to me like a reworking of a BBC radio 
play of his I heard many years ago and 
which I thought at the time to be the 
best and most creative piece he had 
written. Directed by John Sumner
Alma de Groen’s Vocations fo r  MTC.
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and designed by Tom Lingwood, it 
opens at Athenaeum I on July 28.
Alma de Groen’s new work, 
Vocations, about the lives of two 
women facing crisis after crisis, will be 
directed by Graeme Blundell. It 
opens at Russell Street on August 18.
Two other interesting pieces to be 
seen at Russell Street are Middleton 
and Rowley’s Jacobean drama, The 
Changeling, from June 2, and the first 
Australian production of a contempor­
ary work by Bernard Krichefski, A 
Perfect Retreat, about the incipient 
neo-fascism gaining strength in many 
areas today. Starts August 11.
Meanwhile, there is a possibility the 
MTC production of Ron Elisha’s 
Einstein, which had extended runs in 
Melbourne and Sydney, may travel to 
America. At the moment of writing, the 
indefatigable Claire Dan, founder of 
the Cladan Cultural Exchange 
Institute, is in America seeking dates 
at Denver and Mexico City and 
possibly also Washington and some 
venues in Canada. Such a visit at this 
time would fit in nicely with other 
commitments of the players involved, 
Frederick Parslow, Gary Down and 
Roger Oakley. Parslow’s upcoming
appearances include the ocker anti-her 
hero of JohnRomeril’s The Floating 
World (Russell Street, April 21) and 
the Pirate King in The P irates of 
Penzance.
Stage I of the rebuilding of 
Sydney’s Ensemble Theatre is now 
expected to start at the end of August, 
after the last play in its current
Freddie Parslow  — the P irate King.
subscription season, George Hutch­
inson’s The Ballad of Billy Lane,
ends its run late that month. Mean­
while, the company is negotiating 
council approval for the use of a 
temporary “home” not too far away 
from its present location.
Having sat four hours — I believe 
this has since been shortened — 
through Stephen Sewell’s fine play, 
Welcome The Bright World, I 
suggest he, and a few other new writers, 
might take note of an old showbiz adage 
recently recalled in the showman’s 
journal, Variety: “The mind can 
absorb only what the derriere can 
endure”.
A d libs: Report of an Australian 
tour by Lena Horne seem well 
founded, but it won’t be before March 
1983. She cannot work anywhere near 
air-conditioning.
•  Another visit by Katharine
H epburn, now a still active
septuagenarian, is also a possibility.
•Beverley Dunn will revive her 
one-woman show, As We Are, at 
Melbourne’s Russell Street Theatre 
from April 5 to 17.
•Actress Diana Davidson is
hostess at the new restaurant at 
Sydney’s Phillip Street Theatre, 
offering a pre-show three-course 
d inner at $12.50; after show
champagne suppers by arrangement at 
$6.00 a head and a Wednesday matinee 
light lunch at $3.00 or show and lunch 
packages at $9.90.
Victorian College of the Arts
School of Dance
The School offers a three year tertiary course leading to a 
Diploma of Arts in Dance. In addition to this a six year secondary 
education in conjunction with dance training is provided for 
students aged 11 to 17.
Audition dates 1982 for entry in 1983 
Tertiary:
December 7-9. Applications close November 1,1982. 
Secondary:
September 24-26. Applications close August 20, 1982.
The Diploma programme provides comprehensive 
dance training in practical and allied studies. 
Students may major in Classical Ballet or 
Modern Dance. The course includes streams 
for: Performers, Choreographers, Teachers 
and Notators. The Victorian College of the Arts 
Secondary School provides a full academic 
education for secondary students undertaking 
dance training in the School of Dance. The 
Dean is Anne Woolliams, formerly of the 
Stuttgart and Australian Ballet Companies, the 
Principal of the Secondary School is Jack Pitt.
Please address all enquiries 
to:
School of Dance 
Victorian College of the Arts 
234 St. Kilda Road, Melbourne 
Victoria 3004 Australia. 
Telephone (03)6169379
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roles. . .
Achieving 
the
Essence
JOHN GADEN is 
returning to the 
stage after a 
year’s absence, 
for A m adeus .H e  
talked to Lucy 
Wagner about 
his various
John Gaden is about to step centre stage 
as Salieri in Peter Shaffer’s Amadeus, 
the Sydney Theatre Company’s next 
commercial venture at the Theatre 
Royal. It is a year since he was last on 
stage. He says he’s nervous about being 
rusty.
“When you’re acting constantly 
there are certain things you don’t have 
to think about. You begin to realise 
with experience, though, that the 
answer is always simplicity and essence 
as an actor. You may go through an 
enormously complex process to get 
there, but the end result must be the 
refinement of that. The hardest thing 
when you’re out of practice is not to 
overwork; it must look effortless — 
especially when you’re playing 
someone like Salieri. . .’
Although the play hinges on the 
genius and character of the composer 
Mozart, the piece is written as a 
reconstruction of his time at the court 
of the Emperor Joseph II through the 
memories of the dying court composer, 
Salieri. Salieri was popular in his day, 
but a mediocre composer, and claimed 
in his dotage to have murdered Mozart, 
for reasons of jealousy the story goes.
Shaffer has constructed around the 
myth a trenchant character study of a 
man who has the misfortune to be
aware of his mediocrity and also to 
recognise genius in another. “ It is a 
masterwork” says Gaden, who 
confesses to having had a certain 
disenchantment with Equus “An extra­
ordinary insight into the working of an 
ambitious but mediocre mind. There’s 
a tremendous relish with which he 
charts the man moving through his 
jealousy and machinations — the map 
of a mind.
“The other day I played The 
Marriage of Figaro and then two piano 
concerti by Salieri and at once I knew 
how the man must have felt. There’s 
just a world of difference between the
incredible humanity in Mozart and the 
unsubtle, formal, polite court music of 
Salieri. Shaffer has recreated that 
feeling on stage.”
Amadeus starts with the dying Salieri 
who then takes us back in time to 
Mozart’s arrival at court. The device is 
something of a step back in time for 
John Gaden, who went through a 
similar transformation as Henry Carr 
in Travesties. Off-stage life, though, is 
very different for him now than it was 
when he played that role, since for the 
last two years he has moved from full­
time, free-lance actor to Associate 
Director of the Sydney Theatre
Gaden in Travesties. Salieri is another dressing gown role.
Company.
“ I wanted to expand, to learn other 
skills. In the first place Richard 
(Wherrett) wanted colleagues and I was 
involved with policy-making for the 
new company. Now it’s established I 
have a number of roles; I deal with new 
people, auditions, as an actor I liaise 
between the acting company and 
administration and I spend a lot of time 
on script reading.” He plans to stay 
with the STC for the forseeable future, 
but “Yes, I miss the acting — it’s my 
natural element and I feel the strain of 
work much more in the other areas. 
Eventually I must go back to full-time 
acting, it has to come. . .”
Part of Gaden’s brief with the 
company is also to direct. He has 
directed some readings and the Henry 
IV  Bennelong Program, but his first 
major piece of direction was Howard 
Brenton’s No End Of Blame at the State 
Theatre of SA, which received high 
critical acclaim.
“ It was really my audition piece; 
Richard came to see it and said he was 
confident he could trust me with a 
major production,” but by that time all 
the major ’82 STC shows were 
organised, so he will be working on a 
second venue production this year.
“ I was actually very pleased and 
proud of the end result of No End Of 
Blame, though I was on tenterhooks 
until first night. At the public dress 
rehearsal a couple of people walked out 
at the male nudity and Geoff Rush fell 
off the stage in a blackout. The 
audience stayed away in droves for the 
season, but I was still happy.
“ I think I do have something to offer 
as a director, now. I think acting 
experience helps, though I learned you 
really do have to rely on your company 
as there’s very little time to sort out any 
acting problems. Once I got up and 
showed an actor what I wanted him to 
do, which was an awful mistake, quite 
unnecessary, even a setback. You have 
to learn to hold back as an actor while 
directing.”
For the moment, though, Gaden will 
be doing anything but holding back as 
the opening of Amadeus draws near. He 
has had a chance to oil his acting wheels 
in the Conferenceville series he has just 
finished shooting for the ABC, and you 
may be sure that whatever the state of 
his nerves on opening night, John 
Gaden’s portrayal of Salieri will look as 
easy and effortless as he could wish. 
“Acting is not something you forget.”
S NMRI4N ST. 1HEATRE
2 MARIAN ST. KILLARA 
BOOKINGS 4983166
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Hx After a period o f several years when it seemed that 
j* m usical comedy had lost its charm, m usicals, big and 
i  sm all, are being produced with a vengeance. 
<!xTONY SHELDON looks at the am azing number o f  
j* productions we can expect to see this year.
Ah, it’s going to be just like the good old 
days! Once again theatres all over the 
country will be filled with the sound of 
music! No, not the Rodgers and 
Hammerstein show. . . but virtually 
every other musical you can think of. In 
an era of spiralling production costs and 
cutbacks in funding, no less than 25 
important musical productions will be 
seen on our stages within the next twelve 
months. Some of them old, some of 
them new, and (praise be!) many of 
them Australian.
The current boom must be largely 
due to the success of two hold-overs 
from lastyear: They’re Playing Our Song 
and Chicago. The first, a traditional 
commercial clone of an established 
Broadway hit, swiftly caught the 
interest of the theatre party brigade and 
is now approaching its 500th 
performance. The two stars, Jacki 
Weaver and John Waters, have now 
played their roles longer than anyone 
else in the world (persistent, aren’t 
they?). Ironically, Waters failed his first 
audition for the show, but in true show 
biz tradition he worked like a Trojan on 
the role and pleaded to be reconsidered. 
His second audition convinced the 
producers of his suitability and the rest 
is history.
When Richard Wherrett premiered 
Chicago last June under the banner of 
the Sydney Theatre Company, even he 
could not have guessed that his 
production would still be playing to 
capacity houses ten months later. 
Negotiations are now underway for yet
☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆  ☆  ☆
. another season next February. . .in the 
Far East, of all places. The STC’s policy 
-«yj of including “risky” musicals in their 
J y repertoire is a valuable and long 
jC overdue bonus for theatregoers, and 
the popularity of Chicago has already 
encouraged other subsidised theatres to 
j y  re-examine their attitudes towards 
{T musical comedy, previously considered 
jA too inconsequential for real actors. But, 
as always, it’s the commercial 
j y  managements who stand to make the 
most from a hit musical, and after 
several years of caution and lapsed 
options, most of our top entrepreneurs 
j. seem reassured by the public tide and 
are prepared to sink fortunes into the 
latest attractions.
J y  Reg Livermore is Australia’s 
jT Barnum, a role played overseas with 
iA enormous success by Jim Dale, Stacy 
Reach, Tony Orlando and Michael 
L  Crawford. With the Edgley publicity 
machine working overtime, Barnum 
yA could probably run forever were it not 
«££for Livermore’s limited contract, and 
jy  audiences are undoubtedly thrilling to 
•^Joe Layton’s spectacular staging, 
recreated here by Baayork Lee, and the 
star’s celebrated versatility. For those 
j y  who have never harboured a great love 
of the circus, Barnum could appear to 
“<y£be a giant step backwards for musical 
J y  comedy, with its indifferent score and a 
jTbook best described as “hokum”, but 
ir* JC Williamsons apparently consider it 
a bandwagon worth jumping on, for 
jy they have scheduled a six year old 
musical by Barnum’s authors, Cy 
tA Coleman and Michael Stewart.
I  Love M y Wife is an intimate, four- 
character farce about the perils of wife 
iy swapping (wife swapping??!!) which 
y  will premiere in Melbourne in 
iA September under the direction of 
husband and wife team Louis Burke 
jy  and Joan Brickhill, doyens of musical 
£  theatre in South Africa. Casting at 
present includes Pieta Toppano,
Angela Ayers and Bartholomew John.
>y Another JCW attraction will be Sugar 
Babies, the smash hit tribute to 
Burlesque currently packin’ em in on 
J y  Broadway with Mickey Rooney and 
. Ann Miller (a recent road tour with 
Carol Channing and Robert Morse 
fared less well). Although Australia has 
j y  no tradition of Burlesque, as opposed to 
JC vaudeville, Sugar Babies is bound to 
lA catch the imagination of the public, 
especially with judicious casting.
^  The most sure-fire bet for 100%
☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆
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Weaver and Waters have 
played their roles in Song 
longer than anyone else in 
the world. Ironically,
Waters failed his first 
audition
attendance will be Oklahoma!, which 
creaks its way onto our stages starting 
in Adelaide this month, with our 
newest West End star, John Diedrich, 
as Curley, and two bright young talents 
in featured roles: Donna Lee and Peter 
Bishop. The ageless Gemze de Lappe, 
who has directed, choreographed or 
appeared in countless productions of 
the show over the past 36 years, will 
once again attempt to recreate the 
original spirit of the Rodgers and 
Hammerstein classic.
Speculation is rife as to whether Noel 
F errier’s long awaited musical 
repertory company will finally 
materialise in 1982. Rumour hath it 
that the first production will be Show 
Boat, presented in conjunction with the
hears on the same grapevine) directed 
by Rodney Fisher, but as Mr Ferrier 
has not put out any press releases of 
late, we can only wait and see. Equally 
tight-lipped is Malcolm Cooke, who 
will only reveal that he plans to present 
one imported musical this year (and 
only if the “right” star is available) or, 
should that fall through, another 
revival.
Twelve months ago, it seemed 
unlikely that we would see 42nd Street 
in this country; the Gower Champion 
extravaganza, with its eye-popping sets 
and costumes and a cast of 54, shows no 
sign of diminishing popularity after 20 
months of SRO business in New York, 
and producer David Merrick is 
charging exorbitant fees for the 
overseas rights. Coupled with the 
staggering production costs, the budget 
would seem to be prohibitive, but 
Helen Montagu is already lining up 
theatres in Sydney and Melbourne to 
accommodate the show. And, as if 
enough isn’t as good as a feast, the 
Adelaide Festival Trust are negotiating 
for Andrew Lloyd Webber’s Cats, 
based on TS Eliot’s poems. Once again, 
this will be a%very costly project, but 
with Gillian Lynne’s stunning 
choreography and John «^Napier’s 
breathtaking designs, Cats could well 
turn out to be the most exciting and 
profitable musical Australia has seen in 
years. No doubt the Festival Trust will 
be keeping a watchful eye on the up­
coming Broadway production to see if 
it matches the success of the current 
London presentation.
Meanwhile, the smaller theatreElizabethan Theatre Trust and (one 
if- i*. y .  j p .  if. q. jp . if. #  if. if. if. if. if. if. y. y. y. jÿ . iÿ . if. y. q. q  jp . ^  q
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j y  companies around the land are doing 
their bit for the troops: the QTC 
recently offered Sheila Bradley in the 
ever-popular Hello Dolly!, Newcastle 
JZ  courageously attempted West Side 
Story, and Perth’s National Theatre is 
considering Gypsy for next season. 
Jy Canberra will play host to that 
. guaranteed money spinner, Hamlet On 
Ice, and Queensland’s New Moon 
•<££ Theatre Company will present the first 
j y  legit production of Pete Townshend’s 
jT rock opera, Tommy, hot on the heels of 
their stylised interpretation of 
Livermore’s Ned Kelly. But Sydney 
►y will be the starting point for several of 
£  the most interesting projects of the 
y& year.
John Bell’s production of Leonard 
k-. Bernstein’s Candide opens at the 
Seymour Centre this month with a cast 
>5 headed by Jon Ewing and Philip Quast, 
and devotees of the original Broadway 
cast album will consider this an 
Australian * premiere long overdue, 
-•yi Many companies, including the Aust-
☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆ ☆
yL
vehicle for Evelyn Krape at the Pram ^  
Factory, the production was cancelled ^  
for further rewriting). A retrospective 
of John McKellar’s revue material 
from the days of Phillip Street is 
tentatively pencilled in as the third 
offering of the Kinsella season. The yt 
STC will also workshop new musical 
plays this year, including That Mrs 
Langtry by David Mitchell and Melvyn 
Morrow; those with keen memories yi 
will recall Geraldine Turner intro- 
ducing selections from the score at the Ar 
Music Theatre Forum five years 
ago. . . perhaps Ms Turner will play 
Lillie Langtry should the musical 
receive a full production? £$*■
Melvyn Morrow recently returned jC. 
after many years in England to make a C! 
career as a librettist in his homeland. 
Last year, Studio Sydney presented his 
rock musical Between Earth and Sky, yL 
this year Morrow will be represented . 
by the Q Theatre with A Song to Sing- 
O, utilising selections from Gilbert and 
Sullivan, and by the Marian Street yi 
Theatre, which will stage Windmills 
and Wine as its annual musical. John Ar 
Milson, artistic director of Marian 
Street, wants to move away from the yt 
idea of “shrinking” musicals to fit the 
small stage, preferring to seek out what 
he calls “chamber works” specifically 
designed to be accompanied by a three y. 
or four piece band. Mel Morrow’s show 
appears to fit the bill. Written with Jy- 
composer John Mallord, Windmills and yL 
Wine is based on the short stories of t T 
French and Daudet. The prolific 
Morrow is also preparing Spunk, 
described enigmatically by the author yi 
as “a young Sydney boy’s Rake’s 
Progress with a bit of Twelfth Night Ar 
thrown in” . The mind boggles. Spunk 
will have music by Philip Scott, well y« 
known as an accomplished musical 
director. Scott has also composed the 
score for Safety in Numbers to be staged yL 
by the Q Theatre as something of an 
out-of-town tryout. With book and 
lyrics by Luke Hardy, this show deals 
with four people sharing a unit in a high yL 
rise area. cT
The popularity of The Venetian 
Twins encouraged its authors, Nick Jy»- 
Enright and Terry Clarke, to y( 
collaborate once more and this time j .  
they’ve come up with Chamber Music, a Ar 
gentle, low-key “slice of life” play with 
music, examining three generations of ^
xl*
ralian Opera, have optioned the 
operetta since it opened in New York 
26 years ago, but impediments ranging 
from casting difficulties to an un­
workable book have postponed Candide 
until now. Although Bell is using Hugh 
Wheeler’s libretto from Harold 
Prince’s 1974 revival, he is drawing 
freely from the Voltaire satire on which 
the show is based.
The Sydney Theatre Company has 
an interesting new venue. . . the old 
Kinsella funeral parlour in Taylor 
Square. One floor of this building will 
be converted into a theatre for small- 
scale musical works, starting with The 
Stripper, based on a Carter Brown pulp 
novel with a score by Richard O’Brien 
and Richard Hartley, whose Rocky 
Horror Show continues to rake in the 
dough after all these years. Next on the 
agenda is The Conquest of Carmen 
Miranda, a look at South America’s 
politics using the Brazilian Bombshell 
as a symbol, from the pen of Robyn 
Archer (originally scheduled as a
women in one family. The book and
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-  A PERFECTIONIST
John Diedrich is 
back in Australia  
to play Curley in 
the national tour 
o f O klahom a! 
after being 
acclaim ed in the 
part in the 
London 
production.
Sim on Hughes 4 
spoke to him L 
while he was 
warm ing up for 
the run.
Negotiating the Porsches and Jaguars 
in Toorak Road on a Saturday 
morning, John Diedrich appeared on a 
racing cycle and it was not difficult to 
imagine him in the South Melbourne 
football guernsey he once donned. But 
while his sporting alma mater is 
hoofing the leather around in Sydney 
this season, Diedrich will be engaged in 
an equally gruelling national tour of 
Oklahoma! and hoping to repeat the 
success of the London production in 
which he starred.
From the outset, this perennially 
youthful performer projects vitality, 
optimism and, most keenly, an 
aggressive determination to capitalise 
on his “big break” . No stranger to the 
Australian scene, Diedrich is perhaps 
most readily remembered for his role in 
the television series Bluey. A statement 
he probably won’t thank me for as his 
extensive stage credits include Oliver,
Grease, Two Gentlemen of Verona as 
well as the acclaimed Twenties and All
That Jazz  which he devised. Far from being an adherent to the ________ _______ &  
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For John Diedrich, the luck began 
during a holiday in London in 1979 
when an agent friend organised an 
audition for the lead role of Curley in a 
revival of Oklahoma!. The gods smiled 
and that, it seems, was that.
So what is it like for an Australian 
actor to step unexpectedly into a major 
British production?
There was, Diedrich suspects, slight 
resentment in the industry at his 
colonial presumption but the 
atmosphere within the company could 
not have been better. And he has 
learned a great deal from being in a 
show that is quite special as distinct 
from one which is merely good. It is 
that vital spark elevating most 
Broadway and West End productions 
head and shoulders above their 
Australian counterparts. So naturally 
Diedrich deplores the “isolationism” 
prevalent in local theatre which deems 
to do without the benefit of imported 
experience and expertise. “Unlike 
America. . . the first two questions an 
actor asks here are ‘How much’ and 
‘How long’. When you think about it, 
this is an extraordinary attitude.” Or as 
Captain Hook once said, this is where 
the canker gnaws.
cultural cringe theory of Australian 
arts, Diedrich believes it is possible to 
emulate the achievements abroad. It 
will, however, require the same dedi­
cation and discipline exhibited 
overseas. His wife Joanne, for instance, 
who is currently assistant director of 
the London hit Cats, has recently been 
auditioning for actors in New York. 
Apparently it has been like opening 
night at a brothel with several hundred 
hopefuls turning up day after day. 
“And they can all dance, sing and act,” 
says Diedrich incredulously. With that 
sort of depth and range of talent it is 
small wonder Broadway is the 
glittering jewel in any entrepreneur’s 
crown.
Although Diedrich loves the musical 
genre, he does admit that revivals of 
classics like Oklahoma! reflect a certain 
conservatism on the part of the 
promoters. “But these days it’s 
probably the only thing which keeps a 
big theatre going. People don’t object 
to old plays being done over again so 
why not musicals? Our show is good, 
old-fashioned theatrical magic and 
people like that.” With running costs of 
about $70,000 a week it certainly 
promises to be a lavish entertainment.
It is obvious that Diedrich is excited 
by the prospect of the forthcoming tour 
which opens in Adelaide this month 
before taking Sydney in June and 
Melbourne in November. Not the least 
of his excitement is the discovery of 
Sally Butterfield who will play the part 
of Laurey. “ She’s a real find and I think 
better than the London actress who 
took it on.” In fact, John Diedrich 
possesses the enthusiasm of a born- 
again professional. He continues to 
attend acting and singing classes and 
generally enjoys the rigours of 
preparing for his demanding role. In 
short, he is a perfectionist. “With 
Oklahoma we’re hoping for the same 
mystique as Broadway.”
It is all a matter of attitude. And as if 
to illustrate his point he is soon off 
down Toorak Road to the gym to 
punish his body into shape. Like any 
footballer before the big game.
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Lex Roberts on 
what’s available 
in Australian  
cast m usical 
recordings
Do you remember the Australian cast 
recording of Annie Get Your Gun 
starring Evie Hayes? No' How about 
Toni Lamond and Bill Newman in The 
Pajama Game, or Robin Bailey and 
Bunty Turner in My Fair Lady? Not in 
your record collection?
Then how about the great musicals 
of the 60’s; Carole Cook in Hello Dolly, 
Jill Perryman in Funny Girl, Hayes 
Gordon in Fiddler on the Roof, or 
Charles West and Suzanne Steele in 
Man of La Mancha. They haven’t made 
their way on to your turntable either?
Nor anyone else’s of course. Un­
fortunately, Australian cast recordings 
of these unforgettable moments in local 
theatre do not exist.
Despite the incredible number of 
Broadway and West End musicals that 
have been available since the late 40’s 
on LP recordings, we have had to wait 
almost three decades to find a strong 
interest in the recording of the 
Australian company of a hit musical.
In the 80’s, though, there has been 
the greatest activity for home grown 
casters. Despite the enormous costs of 
staging Broadway style musical and a 
downturn in the recording industry, 
entrepreneurs and recording com­
panies have persisted. Consequently, 
we have been graced with more original 
cast albums than ever before. Let’s look 
at a few titles currently available. 
ROBYN ARCHER: One of the best 
talents to come out of Australia in 
recent years, Robyn has been touring in 
the early part of 1982, after 18 months
overseas studying and performing. Her 
concert-style “At Large” show in 
tandem with the recitals of songs by 
Bertolt Brecht have played to large 
audiences in all capital cities. A 
compilation of earlier Archer concerts 
appears on a double album entitled 
Rough As Guts (Arm arda/RCA- 
ARM50034).
EMI has released Robyn Archer 
performing Bertolt Brecht recorded in 
London with the London Sinfonietta 
conducted by Dominic Muldowney. 
The album (OASD 4166) is the result 
of Robyn’s great passion for Brecht 
repertoire and she has described it as 
her best recording to date.
Also available from Robyn Archer 
are her early recordings, The Wild Girl 
in the Heart (Larrikin/EMI-LRF027), 
The Ladies Choice (Larrikin/EMI- 
LRF023), and her brilliant theatrical 
pieces, Tonight: Lola Blau (Armarda/ 
RCA-ARM5001), and A Star is Torn 
(ARMARDA/RCA-ARM5002).
JEANNIE LEWIS: Piaf — The Songs
and The Story (WEA600114)
A project of actor John Derum, Piaf on 
stage featured Jeannie Lewis 
(described as “the little budgie”) as the 
immortal French chanteuse, Edith Piaf 
in song, with Derum himself linking 
the story of her life from his own script. 
The recorded Piaf was undertaken by 
the ABC’s Radio Drama and Features 
Department during the Sydney season
for broadcast. Fortunately WEA saw 
the wisdom in using these tapes for the 
album. The quality of the live 
recording is excellent, and Jeannie 
Lewis’ performance is totally satisfy­
ing.
THE VENETIAN TWINS (Lar- 
rikin/EMI LRN086)
The latest is a long run of original 
musical divertissements devised by 
Sydney’s Nimrod Theatre and based 
on the play by Carlo Goldoni. With 
book and lyrics by Nick Enright, and 
music by Terence Clarke, the varied 
styles they employ to tell the story of 
the twins, Zanetto and Tonino, trans­
late very well to vinyl. Drew Forsythe 
in the dual role of The Twins is 
complemented by a strong cast. A great 
souvenir of the performance, the album 
comes complete with extensive cover 
notes.
REEDY RIVER (Selection/RCA- 
PRML019)
A bold venture in 1953 when first 
produced by the Sydney New Theatre, 
Dick Diamond’s Reedy River tells the 
story of the aftermath of the great 
shearers strike of 1890 and 1891, linked 
by the use of Australian bush ballads. 
This recording comes from a 1979 
revival by the New Theatre. A must for 
the avid collectors of musical theatre 
and Australiana.
ANNIE (Festival L36861)
The first family musical in years proved 
to be as successful down under as it had 
proved on Broadway. An excellent 
momento of the Australian production, 
this recording provides a wonderfully 
three dimensional Daddy Warbucks 
from Hayes Gordon, a highly comic 
Miss Hannigan from Jill Perryman, 
and a very professional team of 
youngsters who work just the right side 
of saccharine to stop the whole concept 
turning sour. The score by Charles 
Strouse and Martin Charnin registers
y  y  y  y  y  y  y  y  y  y  y % -
&
well under Noel Smith’s direction, and 
album producer Kevin Lewis has 
achieved the essential American feel 
from the big cast. On the debit side, an 
uninspired cover pales in comparison 
to the classy US original.
CH ICAG O  (Polydor/Polygram- 
2907068)
The Sydney Theatre Company’s pre­
sentation of Chicago must have proved 
to be just about the hottest ticket of 
1981. Mesmerising on stage, with its
pace, energy and total razzamatazz, it is
JY equally at home on vinyl. Nancy Hayes,
. Geradline Turner, Terry Donovan, 
Judi Conelli, George Spartels and the 
<£{ entire cast help to bring us one of the 
k* best local cast productions to date.
£  TH EY’RE PLAYING O U R  SONG  
(Festival-L37356)
The casting of They 're Playing Our 
Song may have surprised a number of 
people with the prospect of John Waters 
and Jacki Weaver playing two Jewish 
^ N e w  York songwriters, but they 
JZ  proved they could do it, and helped the 
v̂  Marvin Hamlisch and Carole Bayer 
<yi Sager musical to become one of the 
JY runaway successes of the past 18 
jT months.
EVITA (MCA/Polygram-MCAEVI) 
-■yi One of the most publicised theatrical 
JY events of recent years was the casting of 
. unknown, Jennifer Murphy, in the 
highly coveted title role of Eva Peron in 
the Tim Rice and Andrew Lloyd 
jw  Webber “opera” . It is the charisma of 
this young lady, together with the 
iA strength of performance of Peter 
Carroll and John O’May, that establ- 
jY  ishes this album as comparable to its 
predecessors — the original recorded 
studio performance with Julie Cov- 
ington, the Elaine Page West End 
version, and Patti Lupone’s Broadway
caster. Superbly recorded by the AAV 
Mobile in Adelaide and mixed in 
Melbourne, Evita is a must for all those 
who enjoyed its Australian season. The 
packaging is also excellent in its 
gatefold format, with sufficient pro­
duction notes and colour photographs 
of the cast.
THE ROCKY H O RRO R SHOW
(Festival Mini LP L20009)
A special presentation from Festival to 
complement their 70’s recording of the 
original Rocky Horror Show. Six tracks 
from the 1981 revival season starring 
Daniel Abineri as Frank-n-Furter are 
pressed on red vinyl and available at a 
special price. The cult musical has lost 
none of its magic, and this mini version 
is well worth adding to your collection. 
BA R N U M  (RCA-VPL1 0366)
The latest addition to the growing list 
of Australian cast recordings, Barnum 
is one of the most colourful and 
vivacious musicals to appear in some 
time. Starring Reg Livermore, the 
recording of Barnum captures every 
exciting tuneful moment of the show. 
After 12 months of unsuccessful 
negotiations with the major recording 
companies, mainly due to escalating 
recording costs, it seemed for a while 
that Barnum would not be recorded. 
The project was finally undertaken by 
The Adelaide Festival Centre Trust 
themselves and finished tapes were 
then accepted by RCA for release. Full 
credit to the Trust for a full presence 
recording and to RCA for providing a 
wonderful package to complement it. 
One can only hope that sales will justify 
everyone’s involvement. Particularly 
with Australian Oklahoma! and the 
highly rumoured 42nd Street and A 
Day in Hollywood — A Night in the 
Ukraine productions just around the 
corner.
There seems to be every reason to be 
enthusiastic that future Australian 
productions of musical theatre will earn 
a recorded performance to remain with 
us forever. So, when you occasionally 
regret that you don’t have a copy of 
Nancy Hayes in Sweet Charity, or 
Tania Elg and Bruce Barry in A Little 
Night Music, or even the local pro­
duction of A Chorus Line, be grateful at 
least that we’ve come a long long way 
from Lola Montez to Barnum, and 
support it.
Thanks to Ava and Susan’s Records 
and Books fo r  supplying many of the 
albums fo r  this review.
Records and Tapes
Record VPLI 0366 
Cassette VPKI 0366
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A fter Auntie Ja c k , and the smash m ini-m usical 
Own M cBeth, GRAHAME BOND returns with the
swashbuckling Captain Bloode. Roger Green looks at 
Bond’s own form  o f rock m usical.
Grahame Bond’s garden is a mixture of 
bitter and tropical. Large unpruned 
grapefruit and cumquat trees bear green 
fruit, an avocado tree is overgrown by 
oleander, the palm is so tall it induces 
vertigo in the sunbather. Herbs have 
gone to seed. Danger lurks at the edge of 
this natural exuberance — the long, 
limp bell-shaped flowers of Atropa 
belladonna, deadly nightshade, hang 
over the fence.
Grahame Bond loves to perform. 
Behind his house in Watsons Bay in 
Sydney, under the oleanders, he renders 
“ In Like Flynn”, the opening song of 
his new show, Captain Bloode, complete
Bloode celebrates the bravura of the 
mythical creature we know as Errol 
Flynn. “ In Like Flynn” is a catchy 
number where the hero thrusts with his 
sword and claps his hand to his thigh.
Bond finds it disconcertingly easy to 
make people laugh. “People expect 
Grahame Bond to be funny. I don’t 
want to be Hamlet but it is a bit of a 
worry.”
He carries his past successes around 
his neck on chains. Tiny legs and shorts 
cast in metal symbolise Boy’s Own 
McBeth, the gloved fist is Aunty Jack, 
the miniature meat cleaver, Kev 
Kavanagh, that dedicated meat aesthete
faith in the future is the cutlass of 
Captain Bloode. “ I know it’s funny; I 
know the music’s good.”
Grahame Bond is using rock and roll 
to create a new form of theatre, son of 
rock opera. He aims to capture the 
talents of rock music performers for the 
stage. •
The form has evolved from his 
beginnings in university revues, 
performing in and composing for 
Hamlet On Ice, even his slots on 2JJJ, 
but, he says, this enterprise really 
began with the school satire Boy ’s Own 
McBeth. During that show’s evolution 
Bond gathered an ensemble of “omni-
with cutlass between the teeth. Captain who has still to get the chop. A sign of talented” musicians to perform. Red
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. Symons from Skyhooks and string 
iA player Nick Lyon became stars of the 
show.
j y  According to Grahame Bond, Boy's 
¡C Own McBeth was “somewhere between 
a rock and roll concert and Kismet. "  It 
was a development of the incidental 
j u  comedy in musical events, of ‘ ‘a rock and 
roll band where the leader talks a lot.” 
*y£ In Bond’s theatre the background of 
^  the performers is as important as the 
j y  structure of the show. “The theatrical 
form I’m using is that the musicians are 
the actors. It’s like The Rocky Horror 
^  Show but the people from the pit are on 
the stage.”
Bond’s theatre is not rock opera like 
Hair or Jesus Christ, Superstar. 
J y  “They’re like Ben Hur; classical opera 
form. It isn’t musical and it isn’t 
comedic.” He also avoids the self- 
-<y£ consciousness of musical comedy, 
jy  which he finds embarrassing. “ Song 
jT cues are one of the things I hate in 
lA musical comedy. The audience goes, 
‘Whoa, what was that?’ ” 
j y  Bond would rather disguise song 
cues, making his show more operatic. 
y& “Opera is monologues and duologues 
progressing the script and the story. In 
j y  musical comedy there’s dialogue that 
progresses the story and then a song that 
■«yi expresses the emotional content. What 
Jy I’m trying to do is progress the storyline 
JT in a song. “ It’s very difficult to get 
laughs in music.”
Grahame Bond, who has never been 
jy  in a rock band, wrote the music for 
'T Captain Bloode. The book and lyrics are 
lA by Bond and his collaborator on Boy 's 
Own McBeth, Jim Burnett. Says Bond, 
j y  “We really enjoy writing, we really 
£  laugh. CaptainBloodetookusacowpXzoi 
"yA months.
“The story is the little man’s dream of 
k̂  wanting to be a hero and a star. Eric 
Bloode is this little fat doctor who thinks 
he’s Errol Flynn.” Eric Bloode joins a 
“closet” society called Heroes 
j. Anonymous and is eventually tried for 
wanting to be a hero. The audience 
decides the outcome.
Jy Lately Grahame Bond has been 
jC acting in a film about cars called Running 
v* On Empty. He plays a cruel and corrupt 
policeman, “All jodhpurs and black 
j y  leathers, very Gestapo. I’ve really 
¡T enjoyed working to a camera. There’s no 
bullshit. Film’s about doing a little less 
than normal.
jy  “ Stage is about acting. I become a 
different animal when I step on stage.
It’s any rules. Stage is more robust and 
physical. I can just stop a show and pick 
on someone in the front row. You really 
are in control.”
Grahame Bond has not always had as 
much control as he may haveliked. Now 
38, he has had many setbacks in his 
career. Commercial and ABC television 
have knocked back programs, film 
commissions have rejected movie ideas, 
newspapers and magazines have not 
appreciated articles, even Boy's Own 
McBeth caused anxiety when it 
transferred to the USA.
Bond maintains the show could have 
succeeded there. “America’s a lay- 
down misere. We should never have 
been scared of it.” Part of the problem 
was the producer. “We were in the 
wrong theatre in the wrong city.” Next 
time Bond would go to San Francisco
instead of Los Angeles. He says the 
Americans were impressed by rock and 
“They said, ‘Why haven’troll theatre, 
we thought of this?’
“America didn’t hurt. I came back 
from England scarred.” Bond was 
marked when his television program in 
England, though popular, was 
dismissed by critics. “I hate England.” 
His most recent battle has been for a 
theatre in Sydney suited to staging 
Captain Bloode. Before coming to 
Sydney the show should open in the 
Canberra Theatre in early April. 
Whatever battles there are in the 
rigging, Grahame Bond’s theatre will 
rock on.
(Captain Bloode opens April in 
Canberra and Sydney).
Xh
xb
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The
Theatre 
Scene in 
M elbourne
as viewed by Mr Barry Dickins
Jack Hibberd once said to me, pissed as 
a fart in Stewarts Hotel where all 
playwrights and playwrongs go to die: 
“You’re a good writer, Dickins, but 
you drink too fast!” I think he got a 
round of watered-down scotches for 
that. I was utterly upstaged. Next 
night, being recently remarried, he was 
down there again with David Kendall, 
who is like drinking with Ireland. “You 
write too fast, Dickins” he sneered, but 
this time I was ready for his ferret- 
quick wit. “Oh, that’s not true, Jack” I 
protested, and shouted him an ox- 
squash. “ Sometimes a play of mine 
takes me half an hour.”
I won that one. Not easy with a 
smooth operator like J H. The theatre 
scene in Melbourne is like trying to get 
your teeth kicked in a brawl, only 
trouble is Graeme Blundell is directing 
that brawl, and its pretty hard to tell 
who’s for real. Gossip rules supreme. 
That’s how the theatre scene in 
Melbourne operates. That’s right, 
Boyo! It runs on lies.
Stewarts, stumps, eight bad play- 
wrongs, six empty jugs. Nothing to 
smoke. Only the odd wake to look 
forward to on the weekend. Who died?
A light comic! What’s the difference 
between a wake and Melbourne 
theatre? Jack Hibberd. No, the 
difference is at a wake you can’t get a 
comp. You can at a play, that’s why so 
few people die in Melbourne.
“Dickins is dead” says one gossip, 
and cracks it for a free beer. “How?” 
says another, hungrily topping up his 
ferret squash. “Hit by a tram” says a 
third, and the table is suddenly covered 
with grog. “ Last drinks Gentlemen!” 
says the Nominee, and we all file out 
into either Drummond or Elgin St. 
Depending on where the last shout 
came from.
There are six or seven of us. Seven 
people, actually, give a stuff about 
theatre in Melbourne. Jack Hibberd, 
John Timlin, Katherine Mansfield, 
Manning Clark, Sinbad The Sailor, 
Noddy, and myself, Dickins.
We lean against the bottleshop wall 
and hate Frank Thring. But Frank’s in 
work; more than we can say about 
ourselves. When Frank Thring comes 
downstage, there is no upstage. That is 
the state of the Oz theatre. Stage!
In Melbourne a bit over a year ago, J 
Hibberd had a play on entitled a A Man
O f Many Parts. I thought it was going 
to be be about fan belts or unroad- 
worthy Zephyrs. But no, it was all 
about a man and a goldfish. It starred 
Frederick Parslow, who is a really nice 
guy, and shared much scotch with me 
on opening night. It was performed at 
the Universal Workshop. I couldn’t 
understand a word of it, but I did a 
drawing of Fred in blue pencil (you still 
got it, Fred?)
And J Hibberd and me got wiped out 
in the dressing room. He’s good fun 
when he’s rotten, rotten fun whilst 
straight, so we catapulted into several 
flat casks. (Love the word “cask” — the 
only Oz word left!) And I was so 
snorkled that night I drove down to my 
dump in Saint Kilda at a hundred miles 
an hour and got nicked on the corner of 
Barkly Street, Saint Kilda and Elsium 
Street Theatre (the Meeting Place for 
Dead Critics). I lost my license for 18 
months and was fined S200. Stiff shit, 
Dickins!
When I was being cross-examined, 
the Magistrate asked me: “What 
caused you to be so pissed, Mr 
Dickins?” “ I was commiserating with a 
fellow playwriter, Your Worship” .
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“ C om m iserating?” “ Yes, Your 
Worship, we both knew Mr Neil Jillett, 
who is a play critic with a small 
Melbourne right-wing rural weekly 
known as The Age, hated it, and thus we 
got pissed.” “Pissed?. . .”
It ain’t easy in Melbourne, Baby.
Last week I saw Ruins, a play 
performed at the new Anthill Theatre 
in South Melbourne, and loved it. It 
was miserable, but that was the mood I 
was in. There were about eight people. 
Yeah, the cast.
Rod Quantock is very funny and very 
game. He’s the best thing here, beside 
myself. John Romeril is working in 
telly, and, as usual writing his bean off. 
The Pram’s fungool. Finito.
There’s still La Mama, but then 
again there’s still The Three Stooges. I 
am fascinated by The Three Stooges. 
What they didn’t know about stooge- 
craft isn’t worth knowing. Upstooge 
and Downstooge. How can you 
Upstooge Mo Stooge? Or Larry 
Stooge, for that matter?
When I was the writer in residence at 
The Victorian College of the Arts I got 
a pretty good idea what the young 
bucks were writing about. Fascism, 
Bigotry, Death. No fun. I hated it. One 
young bloke there scribed an epic 
tragedy about an imagined homosexual 
love relationship between Adolf Hitler 
and Rudolph Hess. Sixteen hours. Not 
one sight gag. I said to him, Thorax, his 
name was: “Listen, Thorax, Old 
Cock” . . . “ I’m not your Old Cock” he 
said, sipping a ferret and soda. “This 
play’s just a bit didactic, Thorax, how 
about some action?” “What? You want 
to see them up one another in the 
t r e n c h e s ? ”  “ Wel l ,  if Clem 
Gorman. . .?” “No way, Barry, get 
stuffed!” “Precisely, Thorax, Old 
Cock. . .” “No. It’s too crude. I want 
their love implied, not shoved down 
your throat. I ’m going home. Get 
stuffed, Mr Dickins.”
And Mr Dickins did get stuffed and 
Suddenly Last April went ahead. Two 
week season at the VCA. Six hours of 
unimplied buggery. A resounding flop. 
I could have warned you, Thorax, Old 
Cock!
I still can’t get a bob out of the 
Melbourne Theatre Company. Frank 
Thring the other night held up a 
begging bowl and begged their over­
heated and underworked audience to 
hit the kick. They only get a million a 
year. Poor buggers! You know how the
MTC operate in winter? They turn up 
the heating and go home to their yachts. 
“Where are we parked, Darls?” says 
some old fwart. “ Somewhere near 
boats. Is Thring on yet?”
So, the Pram is dead. La Mama isn’t, 
good thing eh, Thring? La Mama don’t 
send round the beggin’ bowl. They 
wouldn’t get it back. It’s funny 
watching old MTC actors at La Mama. 
It’s like seeing Henry Irving in bed 
with Eric Westbrook. Everything’s too 
big. Then there’s the Playbox. The 
Playbox is in opposition to the MTC. 
Just as well, otherwise it’d be a 
monopoly. No wonder Frank Thring is 
the Queen of Moomba. Jack Hibberd 
or John Romeril should be. They’re 
Australians.
The Playbox is still cutting its teeth. 
But they risk me. And I am a definite 
risk. But I’m going okeydoke 
and I think they’re happy 
with me. But it’s so different 
from The Pram. At the Pram
there were a million spongers. A 
million liars. A million liasons. A 
million betrayals. A million overdoses. 
At the Playbox everyone dressed for 
dinner. Rubber chook, every night! 
They are amazingly honest. It’s a real 
cheer-up. But in Melbourne theatre it’s 
still fashionable to hate everything. The 
wine, the company, who’s in work, who 
croaked, who got a grant. No different 
to Darwin I suppose. Less boats.
A Stretch Of The Imagination is the 
best play ever written in Australian 
writing history. Why won’t The 
Nimrod do it? The same reason Ned 
Kelly got his teeth kicked in on his 
thirtieth birthday. There is no reason. 
Ah, Jack, it ain’t easy, is it old cask- 
companion?
0/)ck - HoW Do poo 
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Getting Through 82
Cathy Peake com pletes her survey o f  the theatres’ 
response to funding cutbacks, looking at the sm aller
The responses of the smaller theatre 
companies to last year’s cuts in funding 
from the Australia Council Theatre 
Board, and to the newly proferred 
carrot of the Challenge Grant Scheme 
are various, and, of necessity, are tied to 
the status the theatre has already 
achieved in its local community.
Most are determinedly pursuing the 
programmes they designed before the 
grants were announced and even those 
companies “on notice” from the 
Australia Council — meaning that they 
cannot expect to be funded from the 
General Grants Scheme in 1983, such 
as La Boite and Marian Street — seem
Troupe — “We should be 
spending time developing 
the company”
to be intent upon achieving the long­
term goals and ideals which originally 
constituted their raison d’etre.
The specific problems of the small 
companies centre on the near 
impossibility of their raising money 
from private sponsorship and 
corporations and thus meeting the 
requirem ents of the Challenge G rant 
Scheme.
“We’re small potatoes”, “We 
haven’t got the time and resources to 
devote ourselves to both a creative 
programme and to fund-raising” are
Anthill — Everyone still 
working on a voluntary 
basis
both typical comments when asked 
about the scheme.
In some cases, such as that of the 
Ensemble Theatre, patrons are already 
being asked to contribute to a building 
fund — which they are doing — and it 
is therefore felt to be impossible to ask 
them to support the cost of individual 
productions also.
Others see the Challenge Grant
companies.
Scheme as a form of emotional 
blackmail, casting them as mendicants 
vis-a-vis a community that would often 
prefer to ignore or pass over the social 
issues and the ideologies their theatre is 
attempting to examine.
Hole in the Wall — 
Compromising upwards
Jill Whitehorn of the Adelaide 
Troupe Company feels that the 
emphasis the Challenge Grant Scheme 
puts on the dollar, rather than on other 
forms of support such as materials and 
services, is especially invidious to the 
smaller companies. She feels that the 
Scheme if not flexible enough and that 
it is ..unfairly geared to benefit the 
glamorous national companies. “We 
feel we should be spending our time 
developing the company and mounting 
shows rather than working out how to 
allocate our funds,” she said.
At the Anthill Theatre in 
Melbourne, where once again the 
emphasis is on building a theatre out of 
a core group of actors, a slightly 
increased grant from the Australia 
Council plus assistance from the 
Victorian Arts Ministry has not altered 
the fact that everyone there is still 
working on a voluntary basis.
The Stage Company in Adelaide has 
reduced its season from eight to six 
plays, and even the Hunter Valley 
Theatre Company, which is finding 
substantial support and acceptance 
from within the Newcastle community, 
has planned only a six to seven months 
programme, being forced to adopt a 
“let’s wait and see” attitude to the 
remainder of the year.
Some theatres, such as The Hole-in- 
the-Wall in Perth have reacted to the 
stringencies of the Challenge Grant 
system with a decision to “compromise 
upwards”. Just two weeks ago, the 
grant to this company was fully 
reinstated and plans to start a repertoire 
system by mid-year, and to continue 
the playwrights’ workshop and puppet 
theatre will go ahead.
The TN Company in Brisbane 
described themselves as having already 
passed through the “psychological 
sound barrier” last year when not only 
they were forced to survive on Special 
Project money, but for the first time the 
company ended the year in the black. 
For 1982, TN has been re-instated to 
the General Grants category and their 
generally expansive mood has been 
reflected in an increase of permanent 
staff across the board.
But accounting adjustments, trimming 
of staff in all areas and a reduction in 
the scope and scale of programs is much 
more the norm. Despite the fact that
TN — Passed through the 
“psychological sound 
barrier”
each of the companies contacted for the 
purposes of this article did have their 
funding restored, albeit only for 1982 in 
some cases, most do not feel they can 
look to any long term development 
program with much confidence.
Wayne Maddern, Executive 
Director of CAPPA, and responsible 
for the $100,000 grant set aside by the 
Australia Council to “administer” the 
Challenge Grant Scheme, feels that it is 
the state theatre companies and the 
small alternative theatres which are 
most at risk. Packages to assist these
HVTC — A “Let’s wait and 
see” attitude to the rest of
the year
companies have been prepared by a 
professional fund-raiser and will be 
distributed to member companies, he 
said.
But whether posters, brochures, life- 
size pierrots for theatre foyers and 
buttons can really make much 
difference to what appears to be a 
highly prejudiced funding situation, 
still remains to be seen.
THEATRE AUSTRALIA APRIL 1982 23
Theatre International
The mouth o f  
hell
by Irving Wardle
To sum up the fatuity of Hollywood, Peter 
Ustinov once singled out a producer who 
had just been struck with a dazzling idea: 
“Hitler: Is He Dead?” That was 30 years 
ago and it was a terminal cliche even then. It 
is also the theme of the one novel of the 
polymath critic, George Steiner: The 
Portage to San Cristobal of AH.
It is Steiners’ belief that not only tragedy, 
but language itself has been irreparably 
devalued by the bestial events of this 
century; imagination being impotent to 
grasp the facts of history. In the novel he 
courageously put his own imagination to 
this test: postulating the capture of a 90- 
year old Hitler in the Brazilian rain forests, 
so as to re-examine the question of what 
form of justice can be devised for criminals 
whose actions dwarf all former notions of 
human wrongdoing, and (as a Jew) to 
penetrate the mind of the enemy.
This densely written narrative, culminat­
ing with an enormous speech which Hitler 
delivers in his own defence, has now been 
adapted by Christopher Hampton as the 
first production by John Dexter in his new 
appointment as joint director (with Bernard 
Miles) of the Mermaid Theatre. This show 
has been heralded with much advance 
publicity, including Dexter’s claim for the 
text as the best new play for 20 years, and I 
approached it with a fair degree of dread. 
Adapting such a work for the stage is no 
mere technical matter. Converting Steiner’s 
moral antagonists into flesh and blood was 
to shift a work of philosophic fiction 
towards melodrama, and probably to turn 
Hitler into the star of the show.
Hampton clearly needed nobody to tell 
him about these hazards; and in some 
respects, his text is less dramatic than the 
book. Steiner devotes much space to 
evoking the horrendous journey of his 
Jewish expeditionary force through forests 
and fever-infested swamps towards the 
distant goai of San Cristobal. On the stage, 
the agony of the journey is much 
diminished, and continually interrupted by 
events set elsewhere. The key Hampton has 
found is that of simultaneity. Steiner the
Alec McCovoen as H itler in The M erm aid’s The Portage to San 
Cristobal of AH. Photo: Zoe Dominic.
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critic has argued that the effect of genocide 
has been to dull the moral faculties of the 
West: there are no words for it, and it has 
become a commonplace.
Thus, what we see on Dexter’s stage is a 
triple action. In a state of almost loving 
incredulity, the Jewish expedition identify 
their quarry. On an upper gallery of Jocelyn 
Herbert’s set, we see Lieber (Sebastian 
Shaw) — a Wiesenthal-like Nazi-hunter — 
controlling the operation over his radio, and 
delivering a litany of the Nazi atrocities. 
Periodically, the black-matted gloom of the 
forest is obliterated as a truck moves 
forward, set with a variety of comfortable, 
brightly lit interiors. And in the truck 
scenes, we observe the delayed-action effect 
of the Reich and the Gulag on the Western 
conscience.
As news of the capture leaks out, we see 
Russian history being rewritten, British 
diplomacy reacting as if to the latest cricket 
score, the American State Department 
reducing the episode to the small print of 
international law, and a bunch of vultures 
planning to exterminate the captors and 
auction their prize to the highest bidder.
The interweaving of these three strands 
gives the production its power to attack the 
nerve ends of the audience. On the subject 
of the holocaust itself, failure is written into 
the artist’s contract. This is the premise on 
which Dexter has built his production. It is 
about failure. Lieber, remorselessly itemis­
ing victim after victim on the atrocity list 
has a task as hopeless as numbering the 
sands of the sea. The expedition, succumb­
ing to swamp diseases, and finally holding a 
trial in the forest in despair of ever reaching 
their destination, is doomed to failure, even 
without the descent of the murderous 
helicopters in the final scene. These two 
hopeless actions — which might have had a 
chance of heroic success in past ages — are 
contrasted with the smooth, untroubled 
response of the civilised majority who have 
managed to digest the facts of Auschwitz.
There remains the matter of AH himself: 
the hunched, grizzled figure of Alec 
McCowen, who goes through the action 
saying hardly a word, sleeping peacefully on 
his grounsheet while his captors are 
writhing in malarial delirium, impressing 
his personality on an innocent young Indian 
who presents him with flowers (“Blumen"  
remarks the Fuehrer, receiving them with a 
grateful bow) before going down on his 
knees to him; and finally launching into the 
25-minute speech in which he claims to be 
the architect of modern Israel, to have 
modelled the Reich on Judaic example, and 
to have been a small-time amateur in 
comparison with Stalin. It is a speech as 
great as anything in Shaw; contains a sense 
of pain to which Shaw had no access. To 
this, McCowen adds a hair-raisingly 
Satanic quality, at once seductive, and 
logically unassailable. It is nothing like the 
Hitler of the old newsreels, but it is like the
opening of the mouth of hell. The audience, 
I regret to say, were on their feet and 
cheering.
Irving Wardle is Theatre Critic of 
The Times.
M inorities
by Karl Levett
The dynamic contribution of minorities to 
New York life has always been acknow­
ledged. This same contribution is now 
being amplified on New York stages. 
Minority voices provide new perspectives 
that not only give food for thought for a 
somnolent majority but add welcome 
variety and spice to the New York theatrical 
menu.
Probably the strongest and most con­
sistent of the minority voices has been The 
Negro Ensemble Company. The NEC is
Charles Brown in A Soldier’s Play. 
Photo: B ert A ndrews.
under the guiding hand of Douglas Turner 
Ward, who is not only Artistic Director and 
co-founder but has also been playwright, 
actor and director — indeed, one of the 
most versatile and creative personalities in 
American theatre today. The company is 
celebrating its fifteenth season in the larger 
uptown theatre that it moved to in 1980. 
During these fifteen years the NEC has 
developed into the nation’s foremost black
theatre company as well as gaining 
in ternational recongition  from its 
numerous tours. These included a 1976 
tour in Australia of Phillip Hayes Dean’s, 
Sty of the Blind Pig.
Douglas Turner Ward has stated: “First 
and foremost we want to develop American 
black writers. We also do works that I 
consider relevant to the black experience.” 
In this category in the NEC’s first season in 
1967/68 was a surprisingly effective black 
version of The Summer of the Seventeenth 
Doll with the setting transferred to New 
Orleans.
The policy of nurturing black play­
wrights has this season hit pay dirt with 
Charles Fuller’s A Soldier's Play, a 
significant new American play. This is 
Charles Fuller’s fourth play for the Negro 
Ensemble having already contributed two 
worthy dramas in The Brownsville Raid and 
Zooman and The Sign.
A Soldier's Play is remarkable for being a 
realistic play that presents simultaneously a 
series of subtle relationships between black 
and white — and black and black. The 
setting is an Army Camp in Louisiana in 
1944. The opening scene is a drunken black 
sergeant returning at night to base. Two 
shots are fired and the lurching figure falls 
dead. The play is the resulting investigation 
carried out by a black captain (Charles 
Brown) who in his zeal unravels a cobweb 
tht runs from prejudice through to hatred 
and murder. Present action fluidly blends 
with flashback as the layers are peeled back.
A lthough its p resen ta tion  as a 
“whodunit” gives initial impetus to the 
play, the rich texture of relationships takes 
over so that the revelation of the murderer, 
following the stupidity and cruelty we’ve 
already seen, is quite without melodrama. 
Charles Fuller has created a play rich in 
psychological insight, a study in human 
destruction where the characters are all too 
believable.
Douglas Turner Ward’s fluent pro­
duction features a particularly strong cast 
with three outstanding performances. As 
well as Charles Brown’s cool and righteous 
investigator, there is Larry Riley as a 
country boy with the voice and disposition 
of an angel, and Adolph Caesar as the 
murdered sergeant whose perfectionism is 
poison to all.
Another group that is also celebrating its 
fifteenth anniversary is the Puerto Rican 
Travelling Theatre. Founded in 1967 by 
actress Miriam Colon Edgar, the company 
includes a touring unit which takes the 
theatre to financially deprived communities 
during the summer months, together with a 
playwright’s unit. During last season the 
company moved into a new permanent 
home in the Broadway area; Wednesday to 
Friday the performances are given in 
English and in Spanish on Saturday and 
Sunday.
The group affords New York theatre-
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goers the opportunity to see the work of 
Puerto Rican, Latin American and Spanish 
playwrights. There’s a whole Hispanic 
world out there waiting to tell its tales and 
present its own viewpoint. The playwrights 
represented in the 1982 season are Spanish, 
Puerto Rican and Chilean.
The first production of the company’s 
present season is ElHombrey la Mosca (The 
Man and the Fly) by the Spanish 
playwright, Jose Ruibal, starring American 
Rip Torn and Puerto Rican Lazaro Perez, 
directed by Jack Gelber. In The Man and 
the Fly we are in an unidentified country 
watching an aging dictator training his 
grovelling replacement. The stage is booby 
trapped and decorated with charred skulls 
while on each side sits a musician among 
whose eerie effects is the buzzing of flies.
This is a parable for a banana republic 
and I daresay that sadly there are still 
Latin-American countries where this play 
could not be performed. Jose Ruibal is 
billed as “one of Spain’s most eminent
Lazaro Perez and Rip Torn in The 
Man and the Fly. Photo: Peter  
Krupeyne.
avante garde dramatists” and “a master of 
abstract symbolism” . This play was written 
in 1968 and unfortunately yesterday’s 
avante garde has a nasty habit of becoming 
today’s old guard and symbols (abstract or 
otherwise) all too soon become cliches. Still 
the production values are first rate and I’m 
grateful to The Puerto Rican Travelling 
Theatre for the opportunity to see it.
Yet another minority is heard from in 
Harvey Fierstein’s Torch Song Trilogy,
three plays detailing the personal ife of a 
drag queen, Arnold Beckoff, who is also 
played by Mr Fierstein. Originally pre­
sented in 1978-79 at La Mama as three full 
plays, these were “judiciously edited” by 
the author to form the over four hour Torch 
Song Trilogy, which opened Off-Off 
Broadway to great notices and has now 
moved Off-Broadway to the Actors’ 
Playhouse. Early in the evening Mr 
Fierstein as Arnold comments, “A drag 
queen is like an oil painting — you have to 
stand back to get the whole picture” and it is 
the whole picture that Mr Fierstein the 
playwright delivers — with great humanity, 
humour and dramatic know-how.
The first play, The International Stud, 
introduces us to Arnold backstage, then to 
Ed in the International Stud Bar where he 
meets Arnold and begins the on-again-off- 
again relationship that dominates the 
evening. Mr Fierstein, playwright, in this 
segment establishes himself as a master of 
witty monologue. Arnold: “ I’m aging as 
well as a beach party movie.”
The second play Fugue in a Nursery is one 
year later. Ed has married and Arnold plus 
his new lover Alan are visiting Ed and 
Laurel in their upstate farmhouse. The 
whole set is a huge steps-and-stairs bed 
with the characters popping out (in pairs
DRAMATURG COMING
Sponsored by the ITI and the Goethe 
Institute with support from the Literature 
and Theatre Boards of the Australia 
Council, the German theatre personality 
Harald Clemen will visit 27 theatre 
companies around Australia in April-May. 
He will participate in the Playwrights’ 
Conference in Canberra and speak at 
seminars in Melbourne and Sydney.
MUSICULTURA 1982-1 5th
Summer Course in Music Theatre 
Training will take place at Queekhoven 
House, Breukelen, Holland, uniting 
singers, dancers, actors and 
instrumentalists from several countries 
for common work from June 7-24 1982. 
Immediate applications to ITI Sydney.
WEST GERMAN 
FESTIVAL DATES 1982/3
Theatertreffen Berlin ’824 May — 23 May 
Student theatertreffen 22 May — 31 May
mainly) from under the covers. Here is the 
best writing of the trilogy, indeed precise as 
a fugue, with drag queen as Wise Fool 
orchestrating lives. Arnold: “We wanted 
different things — he wanted a wife, I 
wanted a husband” .
The third play Widows and Children 
First! is Arnold five years on. Alan has been 
killed, Ed has just left Laurel, Arnold has 
adopted a street kid, and Arnold’s Jewish 
Momma is about to arrive for a visit. 
Arnold: “Anyone would think she and God 
went to school together” . Although Mr 
Fierstein, playwright, gets off some great 
mother-son volleys, Jewish family drama 
doesn’t seem half as original as what has 
gone before — and with the adopted son 
(even though played with sense and 
sensitivity by Matthew Broderick) senti­
mentality raises its unlikely head.
Torch Song Trilogy nevertheless 
announces the arrival of Harvey Fierstein, 
playwright. In a cast that is near perfect, 
please note there are reservations con­
cerning Harvey Fierstein, actor. Hoarse of 
voice and mannered of manner, broad 
repetition sets in early. But what a part he’s 
written himself!
Other commentators, however, have 
praised Mr Fierstein, actor, and mine is 
merely a minority opinion.
Horizons II (Latin America)29 May — 20 
29 May — 20 June
International Summer Festival, Berlin
23 June — 8 August 
Berlin Festival Weeks (Mahler)
1 Sept — 30 Sept 
Jazz Festival Berlin 3 Nov — 7 Nov 
International Film Festival ’83
18 Feb — 1 March
THE 10TH THEATRE OF 
NATIONS FESTIVAL
will be organised in 1984 with forty foreign 
ensembles invoded to perform for five 
weeks in five different regions throughout 
Britain and every theatre in the country 
producing special and new work in April 
and May 1984.
Detailed planning has begun and we are 
interested in sponsoring Australian 
participation provided funding can be 
found. Will theatre companies with rep­
resentative productions available at that 
time please outline proposals to the ITI in 
Sydney soon:
IT I
AUSTRALIAN CENTRE 
INTERNATIONAL 
THEATRE INSTITUTE
153 Dowling Street,
Potts Point, NSW, 2011. 
Telephone: 357 1200. 
Director: Marlis Thiersch.
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Theatre Reviews
A.C.T.
Caricature not 
characterisation
ON OUR SELECTION
by Janet Healey
Theatre ACT is the new name for 
Canberra’s Fortune Theatre, now 
established, with funding from the ACT 
Arts Development Programme and the 
Australia Council, as the ACT’s pro­
fessional theatre company. The first 1982 
season opened with George Whaley’s 
production of On Our Selection. Based by 
Bert Bailey on the Steele Rudd books, the 
play enjoyed great popularity at the 
beginning of the twentieth century as 
possessing “the novelty of being truly 
native to the soil” and “the magic touch of 
human nature” . The version we saw in the 
Canberra Playhouse was George Whaley’s 
re-writing of that play.
It is clear that the play has a value as a 
moment in the history of Australian drama, 
in that it is one of our earliest pieces of truly 
indigenous theatre. But, despite large and 
enthusiastic audiences on both the evenings 
that I was there, I found myself questioning 
whether it holds any value beyond that.
The closest analogy I can find for the 
style of the play is that of caricature; in fact, 
what it persistently reminded me of was 
those busy-busy Ocker cartoons that 
feature in the Australasian Post. The 
production elected to reinforce this sense of 
send-up by over-drawing comic aspects of 
character, such as Crazy Jack’s maniacal 
crouching run and Lil’s exaggerated- 
freckles. Janet Dawson’s design, basically 
an ingeniously manipulated centre-piece 
that served as both “Ruddville” and 
“Lillville” by revolving, reflected the same 
mood of comic over-emphasis with its 
predictably tumble-down, makeshift 
aspect.
Whaley has introduced a number of 
songs into the script, and these too were in 
the clowning, rumbustious spirit; that not 
much imagination was evident in the music, 
and that the performance of it was slap- 
happy in the extreme mattered little in the 
context of the play as a frolicsome account 
of a way of life that was tough, isolated, and
Jam es Wheeler, John Derum, Jo  Fleming, Julie Hamilton and Michael 
Boddy in Theatre ACT's On Our Selection. Photo: R oss Gould.
offered little opportunity for the refine­
ments of art.
The play did manage to elicit some very 
spirited performances. Michael Boddy 
lumbered energetically round the stage as 
Joseph Rudd (Dad), his genial bulk forming 
a sharp contrast with his meanness and 
irascibility; his faintly English intonation 
was not at all out of place. Jo Fleming as 
Sarah displayed a nice sense of comedy and 
mobile, expressive features, though the 
screeching wail which she used for effect 
was too frequent, and was over-produced 
for the small Playhouse. Lantern-jawed, 
stuttering Joe was played enthusiastically, if 
incomprehensibly, by James Wheeler; Julie 
Hamilton as Mum was suitably well- 
meaning, ineffectual, and dumb; and Bill 
McClusky’s manic agility as Crazy Jack was 
an exhausting sight.
Joan Murray struggled bravely with the 
difficult task of performing the only role in 
the play with any hint of emotional depth: 
that she failed to do it convincingly can 
hardly be laid at her door. Hec McMillan’s 
koala-faced stage Irishman was exactly 
right for the part of Terence Maloney; all 
were well cast and gave lively accounts of 
themselves.
But the actor whom I have not yet 
mentioned was outstanding in a talented 
cast, not so much because his performance 
was so good (although it was) as because he 
showed how it ought to be done. It was
almost worth the tedium of sitting through 
the play twice to see John Derum’s Dave. 
Effortlessly understated, touchingly funny, 
it was a genuine characterisation in a crowd 
of two-dimensional imitations.
Here, I think, is the clue to the failure of 
this production. Caricature can be a 
perfectly respectable way of presenting life 
but to be effective, its distorting mirror 
should reflect truth. Derum’s performance 
was distinguished by his power to suggest a 
human reality beneath the surface of the 
script, but in this production most of the 
performers fastened on to the overblown 
comic aspects of their roles and made no 
attempt to flesh them out with a common 
humanity. Moreover, the play as a whole 
resists any attempt at depth of character­
isation, concentrating on the superficial 
gloss of humorous one-liners and farcical 
stage business, and introducing comic 
characters (such as the Reverend 
McPherson) for their laughter-producing 
potential rather than for reasons intrinsic to 
the dramatic structure.
In a sense, Derum’s performance did this 
production a disservice, by disturbing the 
surface glitter of comedy and forcing us to 
recognise that heavy fathers and hick 
politicians have their counterparts in 
reality. But the slickest and lightest of 
comedy cannot be truly effective without an 
underpinning of truth; and it reflects no 
credit on the play or the production that the
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real world of which it treats and which it 
seeks to subsume into its art can constitute 
such a threat to its stability as a piece of 
theatre.
On Our Selection  from Bert Bailey and 
Steele Rudd, adapted by George 
Whaley. Theatre ACT, Playhouse, 
Canberra ACT. Opened February 20 1982.
Director, George Whaley; Design, 
Janet Dawson; Lighting, Alex 
Scibberas; Stage Manager, Jean Koek. 
Cast: Michael Boddy, Julie Hamilton, 
John Derum, Joan Murray, Jo Fleming, 
James Wheeler, Bill McCluskey, Hek 
McMillan, Mark Reedman, Meg 
Simpson, Damien Connor, Jim Holt. 
(Professional)
Entertaining,
intelligent,
provocative
MARX ~
FEMALE PARTS
WHAT THE BUTLER 
SAW__________________
BLACK BALL GAME
by Michael Le Moignan
Three contemporary European plays and 
one Australian work, Ron Blair’s Marx, 
have set Sydney’s theatre a high standard of 
excellence for the year. They are all 
entertaining, intelligent and provocative. 
They all have something to say and they say 
it with a good deal of wit, energy and 
conviction.
Marx, directed with great panache by 
Peter Kingston for the Griffin Company at 
the Stables, is a brilliantly constructed play, 
which deserves a wider audience. Blair’s 
Karl Marx is neither icon nor legend, but a 
young university intellectual going on 
would-be revolutionary, living in poverty 
in London’s Soho. He is an idealist: it is his 
instinct to retreat from real problems into 
theory. His response to overwhelming debt 
and the malnutrition and sickness of his 
wife and four children is to spend every day 
in the Reading Room at the British 
Museum. He intends to read enough books 
to enable him to understand human society 
well enough to abolish poverty.
Marx’s baby daughter dies and morally 
he seems beyond redemption. There is still
Lynette Curran in A Woman Alone fro m  Female Parts. 
Photo: Sandy Edw ards
his work, of course, but what hope has an 
unknown pamphleteer of altering the 
course of history? The play is harrowing 
and yet absorbing: what is left unsaid is 
almost as important as what is said.
John Stone gives us a brave, tempestuous 
Marx, a man on the rack, whose vigour and 
commitment will carry him through against 
the odds. The most memorable scene is set 
in the shop of a Dickensian pawnbroker 
(Colin Kenny) where Marx meets his 
creditor, Bodfish the butcher (Robert 
Giltinan). Each of the three men argues
from his own vantage point, but it is as if 
they are wearing blinkers: they see very 
little in common. It seems to be a particular 
gift of Ron Blair’s to show us his characters’ 
common humanity and then to make us feel 
the almost unbridgeable distances between 
them.
Here, the dramatic pivot is Lenchen, the 
maid, a one-time serf who is Karl Marx’s 
mistress. It is only through her common 
sense and uncommon goodness that the 
family is able to survive, and Robyn 
Gurney’s subtle and well-judged per-
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formance elicited a wide range of emotional 
responses which helped to balance the 
play’s tendency towards intellectual 
analysis. Marx is a work of some substance 
and depth, and I hope other Australian 
companies will perform it.
Female Parts is a series of four 
monologues for women, written by the
Italian anarchistic playwright, Dario Fo, 
with and for his actress wife, Franca Rame. 
Nimrod’s production, directed by Chris 
Johnson, features Jude Kuring and Lynette 
Curran in four compelling virtuoso 
performances.
The first three characters are ordinary 
women, slightly caricatured for emphasis, 
oppressed by their situation but not 
exceptionally so, often unaware, but 
philosophical at moments of insight, 
women of warmth and humour. Above all, 
the monologues extol their courage in facing 
the future and challenge conventional 
notions of what levels of individual freedom 
are acceptable and attainable. The fourth 
monologue, Medea, seemed somehow out of 
keeping with the rest, a brilliant but more
consciously theatrical piece, which finally 
added little to the total effect.
The scripts were written expressly to 
provide potential for the actresses, and Jude 
Kuring and Lynette Curran seized upon 
most of the chances offered and created a 
number of others, without ever seeming to 
overwork either themselves or their 
material. The portraits were instantly 
recognisable, but slightly caricaturised for 
emphasis. Some nuances were clearly lost in 
the anglicisation, but the evening as a whole 
was thoughtful, revealing and a splendid 
showcase for the talents and adaptability of 
the two actresses.
Marian Street’s production of What the 
Butler Saw was a case of potential only 
partially fulfilled. The production was very 
funny and at times quite clever, but then the 
play itself is both funny and clever. It is 
perhaps one of the best plays of the last 
twenty years, a sharply satirical onslaught 
on middle-class sensibility, tending towards 
the absurd.
John Milson directed it as a Whitehall 
farce, which had two principal effects: first, 
it broadened the humour of the play to the 
point of slapstick (and quite skilfully and 
successfully) and secondly, it drew the sting 
from much of the satire.
The subtlety of Orton’s script is that 
lunacy takes over gradually: in this 
production, chaos was let loose from the 
second or third scene. With reality left far 
behind, the audience was allowed to avoid a 
full confrontation with Orton’s radical, 
challenging appraisal of society as a 
madhouse.
Ron Frazer and Reg Gillam, as two dotty 
psychiatrists, seemed to have strayed in 
from some crass TV situation comedy 
without troubling to learn their lines. They 
certainly succeeded in making the audience
Ron Frazer and Graham Harvey in Marian S t’s What The Butler Saw. 
Photo: R obert McFarlane
Michael Ross and Don Swonnell in the E nsem ble’s Black Ball Game. Photo: 
Dennis delFavero.
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laugh, but to my mind defeated the play’s 
purpose in doing so, by losing any 
convincing characterisation.
Joan Bruce as the sexually rapacious wife 
and Michael Meagher as the comic-book 
policeman settled for well-executed 
caricatures. Rebecca Gilling and Graham 
'Harvey, as the two innocents caught in a 
trap of others’ making, took a line closer to 
realism and came closer to Orton’s 
intention, but they were swept aside in the 
final melee. A higher regard for the value of 
the text would have given the production a 
much sharper edge.
Black Ball Game is another British social 
satire, which aims a fusillade of jibes at 
corruption in business. Private enterprise is 
portrayed as an ideal with feet of clay and 
morals as weak as water.
This play is also at times very funny, but 
it does not finally cohere into a statement of 
any great interest or originality. It makes 
some valid points about racial unrest and 
misunderstanding in the UK, and makes its 
points forcefully, but the romantic sub-plot 
is largely irrelevant and the development of 
ideas in the play is not very well planned. 
There are some excellent twists and turns in 
the dialogue, but none of the characters 
seems to progress.
Perhaps the most memorable image from 
the production was Warren Fields’ opening 
set, a hotel suite the morning after a 
rumbustious party. The phone rings and 
from the wreckage emerges a quivering 
figure in the grip of a massive hangover: but 
Michael Ross fractionally overplayed the 
charade and lost conviction as a result. Two 
of the best performances were by Don 
Swonnell as the greasy, fascist entrepreneur 
and Ted Williams as the self-assured, whiz- 
kid salesman who has no chance of getting 
the job because he is black. But throughout 
the play there is an air of unreality.
One of the great difficulties of comic 
theatre is that rehearsal conditions are so 
different from performance conditions. 
Actors tend to underline the comedy from 
fear of the audience missing a joke, but it is 
often preferable to underplay or play “dead 
pan”, to allow the audience the luxury of 
discovering for themselves what is funny 
and what is not. Comedy should be fluent 
and seem spontaneous, but it was not until 
the second act that Black Ball Game 
achieved a comfortable, natural rhythm.
Is it enough to make people laugh? I 
think it is not enough if the play has the 
potential to make them think as well as 
laugh. All four productions tended to force 
the humour — there was a sense that they 
were trying very hard to please their
audiences, where a slightly more aggressive 
style might have made a stronger, less 
ingratiating statement. But overall, if this 
general standard of production is main­
tained throughout the year, there will be 
little cause for complaint.
Marx  by Ron B lair, Griffin Theatre Company at the 
Stables Theatre, Sydney, NSW. Opened February 19, 
1982.
D irector, P e te r  K in gston ; Designer, K errie  
M acArthur;
Lighting, Grant Fraser; Stage Manager, Susan  
Caddy.
Cast: Marx, John Stone; Leibnecht, Jeff T ru m an/ 
NickEnright; Jenny, Paula Hand; Willich/Bodfish, 
R o b ert G ilt in a n ; Schramm, G arry  S ea le;
Weitling/Uncle/Doctor, Colin Kenny; Lenchen, 
Robyn Gurney.
(Professional).
Female P arts  by D ario Fo & Franca Rame, Nimrod 
Downstairs, Sydney, NSW. Opened February 10, 1982. 
Director, Fay Mokotow; Designer, Anny Evason; 
Lighting Designer, Jonathan Ciddor; Stage Manager, 
Stephanie Walkem;
Cast: Jude Kuring and Lynette Curran.
(Professional)
What the Butler Saw by Joe O rton, Marian St 
Theatre, Killara, NSW. Opened February 12, 1982. 
Director, John Milson; Designer, D eirdre Burges; 
Lighting and Stage Manager, S tu art C urtis: 
Wardrobe, David Colman; Production Manager, 
Frances Taylor.
Cast: Dr Prentice, Ron Frazer; Geraldine Barclay, 
R ebecca Gilling; Mrs Prentice, Joan Bruce; Nicholas 
Beckett, G raham  Harvey; Dr Ranee, Reg Gillam , 
Sergeant Match, M ichael M eagher.
(.Professional).
Black Ball Game by Don Webb, Ensemble Theatre, 
Sydney, NSW. Opened February 8, 1982.
Director, Don Reid; Designer, W arren Field; 
Producer, Judy Ferris; Director’s Assistant, Zika 
Nester; Lighting and Sound, N eil Godfrey; Stage 
Manager, John Blankenship.
Cast: John Peter, M ichael Ross; Mary Gould, Lorna 
Stewart; Desmond Carr, Don Swonnell; Harry 
Taylor, Ted W illiam s; Geoff Road, H arold Jones; Mr 
O’Rourke, Ronald A rthur Becks.
(Professional)
Thrusting
stylishness
ERROL FLYNN’S 
GREAT BIG 
ADVENTURE BOOK 
FOR BOYS
by Adrian Wintle
If this production, the RTC’s opener for 
1982, just fell short of personal expect­
ations, its fast pace, outstanding musical 
values and thrusting stylishness of many 
cameo roles succeeded in enlivening Rob 
George’s cleverly biographical script.
As performed in the cavernous confines 
of a downtown licensed club, Adventure 
Book emerged rather uneasily in terms of 
theatre restaurant, because its format does 
not encourage audience input.
Indeed, the play synthesises elements of 
musical, straight play, vivid comic strip and 
burlesque show in tracing the career of the 
vaunted expatriate Errol Flynn, whose 
claims to fame in my view have been 
exaggerated beyond the point of reason. 
Inevitably the chief burden in any 
production of Adventure Book rests fair and 
square on the actor playing Flynn himself. 
Physically David Wilson could hardly have 
been bettered: six-feet plus, agile and slim, 
with the added bonus of a pleasant singing 
voice, he seemed at first glance to fulfil the 
special requirements of Flynn’s alter ego.
Yet this was playing of amiable con­
fidence rather then electric presence. 
Wilson’s Flynn fared best in reflective or 
sardonic moments, notably in the final bar
Jude Kuring in The Same Old Story from  
Photo: Sandy Edwards
Female Parts.
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Terry Kenwrick, K erry Laizans and Cassandra McGuinness in 
TIE-DIE’s Whoops! Photo: Duncan Strem m ler.
scene where even this glossily degenerate 
personality seems to confess inadequacy. 
Elsewhere the vocal delivery was rather too 
rapid and the stage presence too casual to do 
complete justice to the vibrancy and animal 
ruthlessness of Wilson’s model.
I thought the strengths of certain 
supporting roles, together with an excellent 
approach to musical matters, proved yet 
again the truth that care for detail 
contributes enormously to the quality of 
theatrical fabric in a large and complicated 
design such as Adventure Book.
Joanne Campbell, as the journalist who 
pursues Flynn relentlessly through his 
various escapades, provided warmly sym­
pathetic playing; Kevin Cox brought 
characterful style to no fewer than eleven 
roles; Tanya Urenne cleverly suggested the 
pouting staginess of Lilli Damita; Beric 
Sneddon matched rapiers convincingly 
with Flynn; and Jenny Leslie found a vivid 
quality in everything she touched.
The latter comment sums up both Toni 
Webb’s crystalline piano playing on a feeble 
upright instrument, the poised singing of 
the Glitter Sisters (Marg Liddy, Jenny 
Leslie and Heather Wall) and exquisite solo 
songs by Joanne Campbell and Heather 
Wall.
Adventure Book also benefited from Colin 
Schumacher’s spirited direction and 
success in achieving momentum, and from 
Colin Mitchell’s evocation of Palm Court 
flavour in stage design.
E rro l F lyn n ’s G rea t B ig  A dven tu re  B ook fo r  
B oys, by Rob George. RTC production at Leagues 
Club, Wagga Wagga, NSW. Opened February 17,1982. 
Director, C olin Schum acher; Designer, Colin  
M itchell; Musical Director, Toni Webb; Stage 
Manager, N eil Churches; Choreography, Joanne 
Cam pbell.
Cast: David W ilson, Joanne C am pbell, Kevin Cox, 
Tanya Urenne, M arg Liddy, Jenny Leslie, Heather 
Wall, Kim H illas, Luke Oom, Frank Dunn, Beric 
Sneddon, B arbara K am ler, D orren Caven.
(Professional)
Entertainm ent
without
insecurity
WHOOPS!____________
by Vincent Leveridge
TIE-DIE’s entertaining latest offering, 
Whoops!, is the work of Northern Territory 
playwright, Simon Hopkinson, who wrote 
and produced the remarkable Buffaloes 
Can't Fly last year. Whoops! was com­
missioned by the International Year of the 
Disabled Person and the production works 
hard to fulfil its commission.
According to its commission the play is 
about the human problems faced by 
disabled people and designed to promote 
community awareness of these. As such it is 
a success, and without stepping outside the 
comfortable line of the disabled propaganda 
program.
Whoops! is a comedy about four disabled 
people who share a house and decide to go 
out to dinner at a restaurant. Slight enough 
material for a play but it is used well to 
extract laughs and display at the same time 
the effect of various disabilities on people’s 
movement.
The play is performed by TIE-DIE, the 
N o rth e rn  T e r r i to ry ’s T h e a tre - in -  
ducation team who work with the Educ­
ation Department.
The physical nature of the roles was 
emphasised by special coaching given to the 
actors by disabled people. One of them is in 
a wheelchair, one on crutches, and one 
blind. The fourth is an alcoholic and 
perhaps comes under the description of 
necessary aids to keep the play moving and 
demonstrate its point that disability can be 
invisible as well as visible.
The concentration on disability requires 
demanding control from the actors, and the 
problems are used effectively to gain 
sympathy. At the same time though, 
characterisation suffers.
Marcus Eyre achieves a certain appeal 
with an underlying irrascability in the blind
man’s role, while Terry Kenwrick brings 
cockiness and a little Aussie optimism to his 
part without legs that work.
The two female parts, however, lack 
character. Cassandra McGuiness plays her 
part as a wheelchair victim with charity, but 
problems of familiar relations and feelings 
of uselessness are skirted around in the 
thrust for laughs. Nicole Fearn handles her 
role as young female alcoholic competently; 
she gets few good lines, but manages to 
bring a necessary tension to the play.
Director Tony Soszynski and his pro­
duction team went for a simple, even bland, 
set, which did not detract from the 
emphasis on disability.
The humour veers between the slapstick 
and the black, but it emerges as an episode 
rather than a full blown play, something 
akin to Mash. One kept wishing the comedy 
to be a little blacker, the tension a little 
stronger, the sexual relationship between 
the blind man and woman in the wheelchair 
more defined and the optimism less forced.
As such, though, Whoops! looks good for 
television if someone has the courage to pick 
it up, flesh out the characters a little more 
and not pull any punches about the 
problems of being hurt, lonely and crippled.
As it is, no one is going to go away not 
entertained, but nor will they feel any 
insecurity.
W hoops! by Sim on Hopkinson. TIE-DIE at Brown’s 
Mart, Darwin NT. Opened February 27, 1982. 
Director, Tony Soszynski.
Cast: Terry Kenwick, M arcus Eyre, Cassandra  
M cG uinness, N icole Fearn, Kerry Laizans.
(Professional)
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Uninspired
productions
HELLO DOLLY
BACK TO THE 
CREMORNE
ROMEO AND JULIET
by Jeremy Ridgman
How shallow can a musical be? As shallow 
as Hello Dolly perhaps, but, let us hope, no 
more than that. Recent examples such as 
Chicago and Annie seem to suggest that the 
genre has spent itself and that all that is left 
is surface on which a director and an 
inventive designer can impart sheen; the 
fusion between music and meaning just 
does not come into it any more. But why a 
revival oiHello Dolly? How trifling a piece it 
is, how evanescent its plot, how thin its 
melodies and how dependant upon the 
merest scintilla of a character in the warm­
hearted Dolly Levi, out to make sure life 
finally gives her a go.
The QTC cast struggled valiantly to 
bring some life to the book — or at least the 
principal did. The struggle of the chorus, 
particularly the male dancers, was one of 
uninspired gracelessness: this was due 
partly to woefully dull choreography and 
partly to an embarrassing lack of dancing 
skill, and given the centrality of the waiters’ 
exhibition number in the second act, this is 
no minor defect.
Sheila Bradley’s sheer presence carried
her through what was, on opening night, a 
far from effortless performance. Given that 
she was singing to a score pitched outside 
her normal register and, as I discovered 
later, negotiating entrances down staircases 
she had never seen before, her lack of ease 
was perhaps understandable. It was a pity, 
though, to see this commanding performer 
so compromised in this her return to the big 
stage. David Clendinning added again to his 
gallery of eccentric cameos, as the petulant 
millionaire, Vandergelder, and was perhaps 
alone in tackling the score with total 
assurance. But it was left to Duncan Wass 
and Christine O’Connor, thoroughly con­
vincing young romantic leads, to shine in a 
murky sky.
Thornton Wilder’s The Matchmaker, the 
source of Hello Dolly, was first performed in 
1954. That same year, Brisbane’s Cremorne 
Theatre burnt to the ground, and on its site 
now stands the state’s new Cultural Centre, 
rather uninspired perhaps in design, but no 
doubt a future boon to the QTC for shows 
such as this. La Boite’s Back to the 
Cremorne, devised and directed by Graeme 
Johnston, purports to be a tribute to this 
historic theatre, which, in its heyday sought 
to emulate even the Tivoli and in fact 
presented the cream of Australia’s vaude­
ville performers, even Mo himself.
Latterday performers from the 
Cremorne have turned up to see the show, 
but although some also contributed advice 
during preparations, there was little to 
suggest that research and consultation had 
actually affected the content as a whole. 
There was a certain nostalgic glow about the 
array of variety acts, but nothing that 
appeared to be a specific reproduction and 
indeed there was much that was blatantly 
anachronistic. Some of the songs could be 
dated accurately, but unfortunately, due to 
casting problems, some of the most 
evocative of these were gently massacred.
The chorus work here, however, was more 
than acceptable. In a tiny space, featuring
Kym  Ford and Geoff Cassidy in La B oite’s Back to the Cremorne.
two daunting sets of treads, Megan 
Henderson’s choreography is bright and 
stylish and, with Johnston’s naive, techni- 
colour designs, pulsated with life. My 
concern at at the show’s lack of gutsy 
verismo however was echoed by the 
comments of one habitue of the Cremorne; 
vaudeville was, to put it bluntly, ruder than
Geoff Cartwright (Romeo), Rod  
W issler (Mercutio) in T N ’s Romeo 
and Juliet. Photo: Greg Wilson.
this, its comedy more earthy, its chorus 
lines and tableaux far less proper. As an 
alternative to The Good Old Days, Back to 
the Cremorne might have come out on top, 
but its rather uncommitted attitude to its 
material left it marooned somewhere 
between theatre restaurant and dramatised 
local history.
The TN Company are operating this year 
from a core of some eight actors, 
presumably to be supplemented as the need 
arises. This decision, I suspect, explains a 
great deal of the failure of their opening 
production for the season, Romeo and Juliet, 
the key problem of which is drastic 
miscasting. For the smaller roles TN have 
drawn upon students from the local CAE’s 
Associate Diploma acting course, many of 
whom have completed little more than their 
first year of training, which leaves the 
crucial expository banter and swordplay in 
shaky hands. Likewise, many of the later 
scenes, peopled with onlookers, guests and 
brawlers, resemble nothing so much as a 
high school production, complete with 
sagging hose, flapping cod-pieces and, most 
disappointing of all, apologetically languid 
swordplay.
Furthermore, when one’s feeling for the 
play’s meaning depends so much on a 
strong distinction between youth and 
adulthood (“the fatal loins of these two 
foes”) it is more than distracting to witness a 
Lady Capulet seemingly no older than her 
daughter and Capulet confronting a 
Montague less than half his age.
Juliet is a demanding role, fluctuating as 
it does between the realism of childish
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ingenuousness and the poetic stature of a 
tragic figure, a challenge compounded by 
the fact that Shakespeare has put into young 
mouths some of his most elaborate conceits 
and sonnets. Yet even here, as Tynan once 
pointed out when discussing Clare Bloom’s 
Juliet, if the meaning is concentrated on, 
then the poetry should take care of itself. 
Unfortunately, Victoria Arthur opted, as 
frequently did the players, for an over 
studious straining after rhythm and clarity, 
which, besides developing into an aggravat­
ing monotone, robbed her performance of 
any youthful spontaneity.
This striving after effect characterised 
much of the rest of the production. Romeo’s 
moment of death was advanced by a few 
seconds, one assumes in order to create an 
irony in the failure to impart his final kiss. 
In practice however, this merely made the 
death comically abrupt. And the extensive 
bawdy in the play was telegraphed, as if to 
an ignorant audience, by a repertoire of 
nudges, forearm thrusts and swipes at the 
aforesaid cod-pieces that robbed the 
dialogue of any of its wit, and, indeed, went 
so far as to misrepresent some of the 
imagery; Mercutio’s Queen Mab speech 
may, at a pinch, be interpreted as erotic, but 
to suggest that the ‘meat’ in “Their breath 
with sweetmeats tainted are” is a reference 
to the male organ seems both far-fetched 
and contrary to the sense of the lines.
This constant attempt to pad the 
otherwise aimless action with disjointed 
lazzi served only to increase the fussiness 
and vacuity of the production. One was 
grateful for the odd straw of human reality 
to clutch at, such as Jennifer Blocksidge’s 
solid portrayal of the Nurse and Jenny 
Seedsman’s forceful but unselfconscious 
Lady Capulet.
Hello Dolly by Michael Stewart, Jerry Herman. QTC, 
SGIO Theatre, Brisbane Qld. Opened February 2, 
1982.
Director, Alan Edwards; Musical Director, Brian  
Stacey; Costumes, Peter Cooke; Lighting, James 
Henson; Choreography, Hugh Munro.
Cast: Sheila Bradley, David C lendinning, Petah  
Burns, Hugh M unro, C hristine O ’Connor, 
D uncan Wass, Jeff Ahern, Karen Crone, Eugene 
G ilfedder, Chris M aver, Kate R ichter, Paul 
Atthow, B arbara Fawcett, Stephen Haddan, Peter  
Noble, Sean Riordan, Terry Walduck, Lesley 
Blanning, M argery Forde, Kevin Hides, Dale 
P engelly , Sally Robertson, Phyllis Wass, Vicki 
Burns, B illy  Forsythe, Anthony M cGill, Mark 
Penm an, D arien Sticklen.
(Professional)
Back to the Cremorne. La Boite Theatre, Brisbane 
Qld. Opened January, 1982.
Director, Graem e Johnston.
(Am ateur)
Romeo and Juliet by William Shakespeare. TN 
Company, Brisbane Qld. Opened February 18, 1982. 
Director, Bryan Nason; Design, Nason and David  
Bell; Music, Sean Mee; Lighting, Barry M elville. 
Cast: Sean M ee, Dennis Keesham , Paul Haseler, 
Peter Lavery, G eoff C artwright, Rod Wissler, 
Peter M erril, Ken McLeod, Don Batchelor, Ross 
D aniels, V ictoria Arthur, C arm el M ungavin, 
Jenny Seedsm an, Jennifer Blocksidge. 
(Professional)
A m om ent 
now gone
END OF THE PRAM
RUINS________________
MINNA VON
BARNHELM__________
VIRGINIA_____________
BERKOFF____________
by Garrie Hutchinson
The most important event in the life of the 
theatre in Melbourne so far this year has 
been the final closure of the Pram Factory, 
home of the Australian Performing Group 
and much else since late 1970, when the first 
workshop production of Marvellous Mel­
bourne took place.
The last show was a Garage Sale on
January 30, 1982, where the public were 
invited to pick over the remains.
It’s a melancholy fact that the demise of 
the building has been greeted with 
restrained glee around the theatrical traps, 
freeing as it is supposed to, more money for 
those buildings and companies fortunate 
enough to survive.
Perhaps we shouldn’t mourn the building. 
The APG had clearly run its full distance, 
and that extra mile demanded of all class 
athletes. The graduates of the dozen years of 
activity in the place are scattered through the 
buildings, tents and streets of the Australian 
theatre, and there doesn’t seem to be a great 
clamour for an inconveniently shaped 
theatre under threat of demolition. Except of 
course, from all those groups which now 
have no home, spiritual or otherwise.
Everyone will have their own memories of 
the building — not only of the shows in it, but 
for those privileged enough to have been a 
member of the APG at some time the getting 
on of shows, the talking and dreaming about 
designs for shows, what to do with more and 
more of the building. And other things.
The Front Theatre! The Back Theatre! 
The Tower! The Fleamarket! The 
Panelbeaters!
Remember freezing to death and laughing 
yourself sick at the same time? Remember 
when it was a holy place, and clean as a new 
pin? Remember when it was dark and dirty 
and angry? Remember painting the 
dunnies? Endless meetings? Arguments, 
fights, living there, rehearsing and perform­
ing, triumphs and disasters?
Performance has always been transitory 
— audiences are left with dim memories, 
actors with a head full of lines and moves, 
playwrights with a filing cabinet of paper, 
everyone with yellowed relics in old 
newspapers.
But in civilised countries we are also 
generally left with the theatre, with a 
monument, for a little while at least.
Perhaps it’s not just a typical act of 
Melbourne vandalism that the Pram should
VIC.
A final look at the Pram . Farewell APG
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be demolished. Perhaps its a realisation that 
it represented a moment in the cultural and 
political life of the town, which has now 
gone. Too much concern with bricks and you 
end up with cement in your head.
The Pram Factory: 1970—1982.
Any play, which, as Ruins did in its 
publicity material, insists that it is, among 
other things, “moving sand, more aval­
anches and stars!” and “the reality of the past 
in our minds” and “a personal statement by 
the author, but there is none of the usual 
padding within the script”, “political” , 
“historical”, “timeless”, where “people are 
escaping ambiguous pursuers and wild 
animals” as well as being “exposed to 
mental tempests”, in a “montage of dense 
dialogue and visual images” has a lot to live 
up to.
I approached it with trepidation, being 
wary of the “experimental” .
The piece was a curious mixture of Grand 
Images, insufferable dialogue delivered in a 
mysterious and declamatory way and 
gratuitous Wagnerian cum Messianic 
mumbo jumbo with equally unnecessary 
rapes and flying swans.
It’s hard to say what the thing was about 
— the programme speaks of search, the 
playwright Lenz, Wagner, Parsifal, re­
volution, resurrection, Jesus and other great 
themes and great men, but what any of that 
has to do with the nine scenes given in the 
theatre is not clear.
We are offered actors running about on 
stilts in a smoke filled place, accompanied by 
a girl on a trapeze and another trapped in a 
net. There’s a pink and red silken boudoir 
inhabited by Roman cum Wagnerian types 
and a trickle of toilet blue water.
Later actors sit about on mounds lit in 
asymetric shapes and talk about iced coffee, 
and another couple stare through a 
telescope. A girl talks about a letter she has 
received from a sister in a revolution 
somewhere (or is she sending it?), before she 
is raped, or abused by someone else. Then 
there’s a party and a stuffed swan flies across 
the rear of the hall. Not to mention the rape of 
a boy by a huge bikie, and the flinging of a net 
between floor and ceiling where an actor or 
two speak above the heads of the audience.
Some of these images are visually quite 
striking to begin with, but after 15 or 20 
minutes they are tiresome, because we don’t 
have a clue what anything’s about. There’s 
no relationship established between what­
ever mood the images create, the words 
spoken, and the ongoing movement, the 
“narrative” of the play.
It’s completely impenetrable to anyone 
who doesn’t have the magic key to its code.
If this is what passes for experimental
theatre in Europe, then even we ignorant 
antipodeans have little to worry about. 
Somehow I don’t think it does.
I suppose we should seize upon any event 
in the theatre which adds to our education 
and knowledge of unfamiliar writers and 
styles, but this production stretches even 
that justification a little.
Minna Von Barnhelm was written by 
Gotthold Lessihg in 1767 and is here 
adapted by Ray Lawler for the MTC.
It deals, in a kind of sub-Sheridanesque 
way with the problems a Man of Honour 
faces in courting his True Love. There are a 
familiar set of comic complications, droll 
characters, servants, bumpkins and so on, 
but it all turns out all right in the end.
Honour and love manage to co-exist, but 
pride suffers a bit along the way.
Simon Chilvers has quite a good time as 
the Man of Honour unable to cope very well 
and bumbling around. Jennifer Hagan as the 
loved one who knows what she wants is 
suitably waspish and winsome.
But it’s not a very bright or clear play or 
production. The best that might be said is 
“now you don’t have to read it”, but 
compared to the English writers of the 18th 
century, Lessing is a potato.
Perhaps that is why Lawler has so much 
trouble bringing out the themes, such as they 
are, in his adaption and direction. Love and 
honour and the effect a war-changed society 
might have on them were lost in the 
boisterous mugging and sighing.
I wonder why anyone would bother 
blowing the dust off this one.
Virginia arrives in Melbourne towards the 
end of the Bloomsbury Boom, that peculiar if 
not prurient poke about the books and 
bloomers of that odd bunch of people who 
lived in that dreary part of London.
It’s put together by Edna O’Brien, and 
reflects her concerns about Bloomsburv’s 
main claim to fame, Virginia Woolf, in an 
autobiographical form from Virginia and 
husband Leonard’s works.
It’s a curiously soft and uninformative 
piece, mainly distinguished by a strong, 
involved performance by Linden Wilkinson 
as Virginia and a restrained one from Robert
Van Mackelenberg as that impacted gent, 
Leonard.
We are given bits of Woolf, her friendship, 
especially with Vita Sackville-West and 
Leonard, her madness, her attitudes to this 
and that, but never in much detail. It’s a play 
about how she felt, and quite moving from 
time to time.
The setting, by Richard Prins is an open 
draped stage with the occasional detail of a 
printing press, or a picnic. Judith Alexander 
has directed the thing in a suitably slow 
moving, reverend way, letting the material as 
spoken do the work. That’s about the only 
way to approach it.
Keynes, the Bells, Strachey, Forster and 
the rest flit through the piece as shadows. 
Nothing is explained, no blame is attached, 
it’s a kind of act of homage. It might have the 
useful effect of getting some members of the 
audience back to the actual books Virginia 
(and perhaps Edna O’Brien) wrote.
There’s something curiously Victorian, as 
in Queen Victoria, about Steven Berkoff 
performances. He has something of the 
unrestrained egotism of a Kemble or a Kean, 
imagining, believing, that his presence on 
stage is sufficient to move an audience.
There he stands, in Tell Tale Heart, the 
epitome of bare boards and a passion.
He barely moves his feet, he uses a limited 
range of gestures, but each one has a sort of 
mechanical certitude, a movement which 
gains force by the small changes which add 
up to the big one. They are twisted, 
strangulated gestures, as befits the character 
of a murderer, and are calculated to draw 
focus to a smaller area even than the pool of 
light which circumscribes the acting area on 
the vast stage.
The voice, or the half dozen voices used, 
also give sense of fear and narrowness — a 
squeak where you expect a bellow, a hoarse 
whisper where you expect normal con­
versational tone. Its randomness (Berkoff 
doesn’t appear to have a rationale for the use 
of a particular kind of voice on a particular 
line) adds a shock dimension to the creepy 
crawly story.
Heard and seen once, the performance
Edwin Hodgeman andBabs McMillan in M TC’s Minna vonBarnhelm.
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does have presence, overcoming its funda­
mentally mannered and sensationalist 
nature.
If the whole thing, on reflection, seems 
like an acting excercise, a set of vocal chord 
warm ups, a collection of hamstring 
stretchers, then that is perhaps what it is.
Reading Edgar Allen Poe in a dark theatre 
does tend to have an involving effect, even if 
it were spoken by an actor Berkoff might 
dislike. Poe has a great gift of narrative and 
performing him in this way doesn’t really 
add anything.
The second piece, The Fall of the House of 
Usher, is a much more dubious work, where 
the fractured and demonstrative excercises 
are spread among two other actors and a 
musician.
I doubt whether Berkoff has much to say 
of use to actors anywhere, let alone 
Australia, about technique or subject 
matter. His style is available to anyone who 
wants to take apart the vocal and physical 
functions in acting. The stories are in books.
Obviously he has staked out his part of 
the cabbage patch though, and he’s going to 
stick to it no matter what the weather.
I suppose that’s what they call a 
“unique talent” .
M inna von B arn helm  by G otthold Lessing, adapted 
by Ray Lawler. MTC, Athenaeum Theatre, Melbourne 
Vic. Opened February 10, 1982.
Director, Ray Lawler; Designer, Paul Kathnert 
Lighting, Jamie Lewis.
Cast: D ouglas Hedge, Terry M cD erm ott, Sim on  
C hilvers, Rhonda Cressey, Ross W illiam s, Edwin 
Hodgem an, Jennifer Hagan, Babs M cM illan, Ross 
Skiffington.
(Professional)
V irginia  by Edna O’B rien. MTC, Russell Street 
Theatre, Melbourne Vic. Opened February 3, 1982. 
Director, Judith Alexander; Designer, Richard  
Prins; Lighting, Jamie Lewis.
Cast: R obert van M ackelenberg, Linden Wilkinson, 
Frances Edmond.
(Professional)
R u in s  by M ichael D eutsch. ANT, Melbourne Vic. 
Opened February 10, 1982.
Director, M arc Adam.
(Pro/am )
Loneliness o f the 
long distance 
joker
LONELY LENNY 
LOWER_______________
by Suzanne Spunner
Barry Dickins’ best plays — The Bridal 
Suite, Death of Minnie and Lonely Lenny 
Lower — are about people joking and railing 
their way to death; they all take place on that 
last long night of the soul. The imminence 
of death is the device for the flash 
forward/back recollection of a life misspent 
— but they are no recollections in
and scarifying self-portrait. However, the 
tension between the portrait and the self- 
portrait is not as fully and as stringently 
realised as it could have been had a director 
other than the author tackled the work. 
Certainly Dickins, an erratic director at the 
best of times, has never been more 
disciplined, but ultimately it’s not enough. 
An outsider could have cut closer to the 
bone; Dickins aims for the heart and the 
play lurches into sentimentality. To an 
extent this tendency is reined in by Denis 
Moore’s fine and fierce performance in a 
piece of virtuoso acting.
Denis Moore as Lonely Lenny Lower.
tranquility. All are monodramas and one 
character left alone on the stage under a bare 
electric globe that finally sputters out, could 
well be the leitmotif of Dickins’ work.
Seeing Lonely Lenny Lower as the final 
part of the trilogy of lost souls that began 
with Vera in Bridal Suite is to see a writer 
who has finally exorcised a demon of self­
obsession. It is as if Vera and Minnie were 
rehearsals for the final act — the death of 
the joker, par excellence. For in Lenny 
Waldermar Lower, the Sydney journalist 
and humourist who made his name during 
the Depression working for the Packer 
conglomerate, Consolidated Press, Dickins 
has found an image of himself; the crucified 
comic, the professional jester, the man paid 
to make the people laugh and forget, the 
man who can’t make himself laugh.
Vera and Minnie told their jokes and 
played their tricks for themselves —
Lower’s jokes are for us, but in the end there 
is no solace for the jokester.
Dickins’ empathetic, almost symbiotic, 
relationship with Lower is the source of the 
play’s great strengths and its weaknesses. 
While Dickins makes no pretence of 
objectivity about Lower, at another level he 
has made within it a remarkably objective
The design and direction was grounded 
in naturalism and although that surface was 
seen to fracture under pressure from the 
uglier realities in Lower’s life, it tended to 
absorb the nicer side of Lower and wash 
over the audience. What was needed was a 
form and appearance, at once more 
resistant, and brittle; the contradictions of 
Lower’s life and work should have crazed 
and broken the surface of the play. The bar 
Lower propped himself against was too cosy 
and too picturesque a backdrop. Ultimately 
that the play and Lenny Lower’s life raises 
are too important to slide off us; they ought 
to grate and irritate. Some of the best 
moments in the play are the most extreme 
and surreal: Lower’s macabre and brutal 
dance on the bar top with his crutches 
impotently stabbing the air.
Given the material, the direction needs to 
work rigorously against the sentiment — 
the audience needs to be constantly pulled 
up and made aware of the cost of our 
laughter. The play invites an abrupt cross­
cut Brechtian style. The writing works by 
fractured dissociation, the story that never 
quite finishes, that breaks off as it gets closer 
to the pain; that starts again by deflection 
and camouflage, that tosses out jokes like a 
• smoke screen. The narrative twists and 
turns like the Balinese coffin bearers who 
must never take a straight path to the 
cremation ground in case the evil spirits 
follow.
Dickins similarly holds out the possibility 
of us getting close to Lower, the man behind 
the quips and bizarre persona, but the truth 
lies in the twists and turns, the political 
contradictions, the personal failures, the 
booze, the illnesses and the ability despite 
all, to produce passable copy throughout his 
life. In fact if the play is seen as a requiem 
for Lower and a reinstatement of a folk 
hero ultimately what it does is show that 
Lower’s most complete and richest self- 
expression was in the writing. Indeed seeing 
the play not only inspires you to read the 
work but demands that you do.
L onely L enny L ow er  by Barry D ickins. Playbox 
Theatre, Playbox Upstairs, Melbourne Vic. Opened 
February 10, 1982.
Director, Barry Dickins; Designer, Sandra Matlock; 
Lighting D esign, Robert Gebert.
Cast: Lenny Lower, D ennis Moore.
(Professional)
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Festival o f Perth
CLOUD NINE_________
THE DREAMERS ~  
FIELDS OF HEAVEN ~
MY NAME IS PABLO 
PICASSO
MISS MARGARIDA’S 
WAY
CIRCUS OZ 
JULIAN CHAGRIN 
THE BRASS BAND ~
by Margot Luke
Four plays and four “entertainments”, 
making up approximately two thirds of the 
drama section of the Festival of Perth, give a 
good idea of the nature and quality of the 
offerings.
Most popular was no doubt Cloud Nine; 
most impressive on its own terms Jack Davis’ 
fringe-dweller drama The Dreamers; most 
disappointing, because expectations for this 
author’s work are always high, Dorothy 
Hewett’s Fields of Heaven, specially com­
missioned for the Festival, and most 
underrated, local writer Mary Gage’s 
short Picasso play.
Cloud Nine combines compassion with 
outrageousness, wit and innovation with 
fantasy and social comment. It spans twenty 
five years in the life of the characters, but a 
hundred and thirty years in the social history 
of the British middle-class. Some characters 
play roles of the opposite gender, others turn 
into each other. None of this is aimed at 
cheap laughs, but rather at creating a new 
understanding of sexual role-conditioning.
Act One takes place in British colonial 
Africa, concerning what at first glance 
appears a conventional family bearing the 
white man’s burden — until the lid is taken 
off! Then each of the characters is seen to
crave for something quite inappropriate in 
the way of emotional fulfilment. (Wife and 
young son love homosexual explorer, 
explorer makes it with black servant, 
governess fancies wife, husband gets under 
skirt of raunchy neighbouring widow.)
It is at once hysterically funny, and subtly 
tragic, whilst the code geared to honouring 
empire, flag, duty and manliness is 
ruthlessly sent up.
Act Two, with the characters twenty five 
years older (or dead), and transferred to a 
playground in contemporary Britain, de­
monstrates the long-term effects of 
emotional hypocrisy, and the characters, 
now in a permissive society, make new 
choices. This second half is less funny, more 
searching, more obvious in its concerns.
Aided by cunningly naive-style back­
drops by Ken Campbell Dobbie, the 
mixture of fantasy and social satire is carried 
off with great aplomb by an excellent cast 
directed by Raymond Omodei. Without 
denigrating other performances, Peter 
Hardy, given greatest scope, stands out in his 
dual roles of Betty, the wife in Act I — 
dignified, frustrated, ardent — and the 
cynical butch bikie in Act II.
Running as a late night show at the same 
Theatre, Perth writer Mary Gage’s cubist 
view of Picasso was felt to be too weighty for 
midnight audiences. It is a literate, often 
witty, well-researched dual view of the 
painter — contrived by the device of time- 
travel. Successful, aged Picasso (played by 
Edgar Metcalfe with superb look-alike 
make-up) revisits the scenes of his struggling 
early years and encounters himself aged 28 
and his then mistress, Fernande. (Fernande, 
doubling as model, is jealously guarded in a 
locked studio.) The older version of the artist 
entertains them with seemingly clairvoyant 
knowledge of the future, with the most 
famous paintings appearing magically on the 
walls. They argue about fame, artistic ideals, 
artistic fashions, and the course of history 
that will overtake both Picasso and the world 
at large. The devoted mistress has most to 
lose according to this preview of the great 
man’s life, and pathetically tries to fight the 
inevitable.
Picasso is scheduled to move to the 
“fringe” of the Adelaide Festival at the end 
of its Perth run.
Local content in all its variety is well 
represented in this 1982 Festival. Jack 
Davis, long known as a spokesman for the 
West Australian aboriginal community, has 
created a strong and moving picture of a 
fringe-dwelling family in The Dreamers. The 
play works on two levels — the realistic 
routine of family-life showing the aimless 
and destructive drinking sessions of the men; 
the youngsters balancing between domestic 
squalor and the promises of the outside 
world; and the figure of the mother who is 
trying to sustain them all. The other level, 
presented as the dreaming of the Old Man of 
the group, contrasts present degradationSally Sander and Andy King in Cloud Nine at the Hole.
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with the dignity and beauty of the tribal days 
with a series of mimes and dances executed 
with great skill by Michael T Fuller.
Without wishing to fall into the cliche of 
claiming that “ they are all natural actors” , 
the aboriginal cast, directed by Andrew Ross 
in his newly-formed Swan River Stage 
Company, is excellent — vivacious and well 
differentiated — and clearly relishing the 
humour, honesty and compassion with 
which the characters are portrayed. Jack 
Davis himself plays the Old Man, and excels 
in “story-telling” episodes, whilst Lynette 
Narkle is impressive as the mother. The 
dialogue (laced with aboriginal words but 
still entirely comprehensible) is natural and 
lively. On the other hand, the verse passages 
at the beginning and end are stylistically out 
of character with the rest of the material.
Dorothy Hewett’s The Fields of Heaven, at 
the Playhouse, has the Great Southern 
Wheatbelt country for its locale. Tony 
Tripp’s set, giving emphasis to wide open 
spaces, very imaginatively relies on the 
effects that can be achieved with cyclorama.
It is a passionate family saga of larger- 
than-life dimensions. Abandoning the useof 
poetry in favour of a predominantly 
naturalistic style, the author does not always 
succeed in bridging the gap between grand 
visions and absurd execution. Heroes need 
the extra dimension that poetry affords, and 
the central figure of Rome Bodera, intended 
as a life-force character, merely emerges as a 
voracious little man with a lot of drive. The 
figure of the heroine, Louisa (played with 
flexibility and elegance by Natalie Bate) is
more successful. From the initial hoyden to 
the self-assured woman at the end of the play 
(a time-span of 32 years) she Fills out her role 
with vitality and stamina — making the most 
of the rare monologues which allow her to 
create the vital link between the character 
and the landscape that moulded her.
The real strength of the play lies in its 
minor characters. James Beattie, as Ab 
Walsh, the resident swaggie-philosopher is 
memorable, as is Joan Sydney as Ruth 
Bodera, a Russell Drysdale country woman 
come to life. Well-observed too are the 
Barrow parents (Geoff Gibbs and Patricia 
Skevington) representing two extremes in 
their relationship to their environment. She, 
all refined, longing for culture and a milder 
climate. He, in love with the land and 
passionately concerned with its survival.
There is an attempt to link the local events 
with the larger world outside — Rome is a 
refuge from Mussolini’s Italy, and later 
Louisa is trapped in Europe during World 
War II, but dramatically this is only 
partially successful.
Inspired flashes of humour lighten the 
play, one of the most satisfying being a 
constrained “country-folk meets quality” 
episode, as socially hilarious as Eliza 
Doolittle’s celebrated tea-party scene.
The play hovers uneasily between good 
drama and potential novel or film-script, and 
while acknowledging the audacity of its 
vision, one feels disappointed by some of its 
central weaknesses.
Three of the Entertainments had much in
common: Circus Oz, Julian Chagrin and 
The Brass Band (the latter two appearing on 
the same double bill), all relied on a pacy 
updated blend of expertise and clowning.
Circus Oz takes the world of the circus into 
the rock-age. Both costumes and music have 
more in common with the pop scene than the 
sawdust ring. (There are no animals either.) 
The traditional accomplishments are there 
— the performers can do it all — juggling, 
wire-walking etc. though much of the time 
they create added tension by a pretence of 
.uncertainty, which, in the relaxed atmo­
sphere they create is quite convincing. 
Betraying the group’s origins in the APG, 
there is an undercurrent of satire, with the 
occasional hit at political sacred cows, but it 
is restrained, leaving the show free to appeal 
to kids or adults, whether politically 
sophisticated or not.
The youth of the group, their vitality and 
audience-rapport are additional ingredients 
in what ought to be a recipe for sure-fire 
success. Despite all this, partly, one 
suspects, because of an unsuitable venue and 
inept advance publicity, the group did not 
meet with the recognition it deserved.
Not so with the double bill at the Civic 
Theatre Restaurant. Accompanied by an 
edible, but uninspired, meal, the miming of 
Englishman Julian Chagrin (between main 
course and sweet) and later the musical 
lunacies of the American Brass Band, were a 
huge success.
It is almost as though there is a new 
movement in entertainment. The expert has 
to disguise himself as the clown in order to 
fool the audience into accepting quality, and 
to give shape to his material in theatrical 
modes, to hold the attention of audiences 
who on the whole, do not visit the theatre, 
with its threat of culture.
If humour is the link between performer 
and audience in the above three shows, the 
link in Miss Margarida’s Way is insult. The 
piece is described as a play, which is an 
overstatement, and is said to have won the 
Drama Desk Award for Most Unique 
Theatrical Experience, which is quite 
possible. It does badly what Ron Blair in his 
Christian Brothers did well — presenting a 
monologue by a teacher (the audience 
forming the hectored class), and in the 
process laying bare the neurotic, or here 
more correctly, psychotic character of the 
teacher/tyrant.
The pattern is established early, and the 
formula repeated for the rest of the evening: 
Miss Margarida cajoles her pupils with 
cloying cliches of benevolence, presents 
erroneous and absurd pieces of information, 
punctuated by sudden lapses into aggressive 
and grotesque obscenities, which gradually 
increase, from cracks in the veneer to the 
revelation of total madness beneath. At no 
time is there an indication of the “real” Miss 
Margarida between the extremes. Much of it 
is funny, at first, but gradually the formula 
becomes too predictable, and eventually the
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spectator is numbed by the overkill of the 
haranguing.
American actress Estelle Parsons (known 
for her Oscar-winning role in Bonnie and 
Clyde) gives a tour-de-force performance, 
which almost persuades us that the material 
is worthy of her considerable acting talents.
Lex M arinos and Natalie Bate in the 
National’s The Fields of Heaven.
My Name is Pablo Picasso  by M ary Gage Hole in the 
Wall Theatre, WA. Opened Feb 11, 1982.
Director, Designer, Ken C am pbell-D obbie.
Cast: Picasso, G lenn Hitchcock; Fernande, M ichelle  
M arzo, Old Man, Edgar M etcalfe.
(Professional)
The Dreamers by Jack D avis, Swan River Stage 
Company at the Dolphin Theatre. Opened Feb 2, 1982. 
Director, Andrew Ross; Lighting and Set Design, 
Keith Edm undson.
Cast: Worm, Jack Davis; Dolly, Lynette Narkle; 
Meena, M axine Narkle, Shane, John Pell; Roy, 
M ichael Fuller; Eli, Trevor Parfitt; Peter, Luke 
Fuller; Dancer, M ichael T Fuller; Darren, Shane 
McIntyre; Robert, Shane Abdullah.
(Pro/am )
Circus Oz, McCallum Park. Opened 7 February, 1982. 
(Professional)
Julian Chagrin and The B rass Band in B rass and 
Beyond. Opened February 8, 1982, at Civic Theatre 
Restaurant, Perth.
(Professional)
M iss M argarida’s Way, written and directed by 
Roberto Athayde, Octagon Theatre. Opened February 
22, 1982.
Setting and Costumes, Santo Loquasto.
Cast: Miss Margarida, E stelle Parsons.
Cloud Nine by Caryl Churchill. Hole in the Wall. 
Opened February 5, 1982.
Director, R aym ond O m odei; Designer, Ken 
C am pbell D obbie.
Cast: G erald Hitchcock, Peter Hardy, A ilsa Piper, 
Pippa W illiam son, Andy King, Paul English, Sally  
Sander, H elen Godecke.
(Professional)
The Fields of Heaven by D orothy H ewett, National 
Theatre, Playhouse. Opened February 10, 1982. 
Director, Rodney Fisher; Designer, Tony Tripp. 
Cast: Lex M arinos, N atalie Bate, G eoff Gibbs, 
Patricia Skevington, Joan Sydney, M aggie King, 
Ross Coli, Toni Scanlan , H elen Tripp, James 
B eattie, Chris Greenacre, Cathy R ichardson. 
(Professional)
Sheer delight to 
watch
PICCOLO TEATRO DI 
MILANO
by Cliff Gillam
There has been much breast-beating and 
soul-searching take place among Festival 
administrators over the relatively poor box- 
office figures achieved by many of the shows 
mounted for this year’s culture-bash, if press 
reports and local theatre gossip is to be 
believed. It is certainly true that the 
comparatively high ticket prices charged for 
Festival shows must, in these increasingly 
austere times, have had an adverse effect on 
attendances, but it is otherwise hard to 
understand why, of the theatre offerings, 
such quality events as Steven Berkoffs 
“gothicised” dramatisations of EA Poe, or 
Estelle Parsons one-woman tour-de-force in 
Miss Margarida’s Way should have been so 
poorly supported.
It might must be however, that a more 
cautious attitude among patrons toward 
their entertainment dollar necessarily en­
tails, in a city like Perth, a concentration of 
audience interest in rather more conservat­
ive kinds of theatre. The box-office success 
and critical acclaim heaped on the essentially 
naturalistic sketch of contemporary urban 
Aboriginal life-style, Jack Davis’s The 
Dreamers, and similar success enjoyed by the 
(again) naturalistic A Lesson From Aloes 
(reviewed October 81) would seem to 
support this argument.
That the Black Theatre of Prague did, 
(towards the end of its run) reasonably well, 
as did the Piccolo Teatro di Milano does not 
really negate such a conclusion, since there 
are special factors pertaining in their case. 
The Black Theatre’s unique brand of 
illusionism cuts across most barriers of 
stylistic preference, and the Piccolo’s 
presentation of Harlequin And The Others 
also appeals, for different reasons, across the 
board.
On the other hand, the epic sprawl of 
Dorothy Hewett’s Fields O f Heaven, seems 
to have encountered a degree of consumer 
resistance. Indeed, the major exception to 
the broad generalisation advanced above 
seems to have been the Hole’s Cloud Nine, a 
stylistically exotic concoction which I felt 
was rather slow and heavy-handed in
execution, but which seems, in box-office 
terms, to have struck the elusive balance 
between high and low-brow theatrical fare 
crucial to success in the context of excessive 
hype, arty posturings and populist declam­
ation visited annually upon us. (Now that I 
think of it, both play and production struck 
me as perfectly middle-brow. . . enough 
said.)
One of the more successful of this year’s 
offerings exemplies the dilemma Festival 
organisers face in attempting to cater both to 
popular taste and to the ideal of a challenging 
international cultural event. The Piccolo 
T eatro di Milano’s presentation of Harlequin 
and the Others represents the kind of 
entrepreneurial risk-taking endemic to 
Festivals. The presentation of an evening’s 
entertainment almost wholly in Italian, and 
based in a form of theatre best known to avid 
historians of culture cannot have held out 
much promise of smash-hit box-office 
returns.
But to say this is to omit one important 
fact, and one which Ferrucio Soleri, mentor 
of the company and its current Harlequin, 
was at pains to point out (in charmingly 
accented and hesitant English) to his first 
night audience, and that is that the 
commedia dell’ arte is a theatre deriving from 
and remaining true to populist roots. It is the 
essential humanity of Harlequin and the 
others which matters, and this humanity is 
expressed via a universal language of gesture 
and movement developed as a result of the 
original Commedia performer’s peregrin­
ations around Europe.
The long and illustrious history of 
Harlequin and the others was compressed by 
this superb company into a series of some of 
the most famous of the basic scenarios from 
which the improvised action flows. These 
were connected by brief introductory 
comments from various members of the 
company (always in English). One needed 
only such an outline to be able to follow the 
action, as Harlequin, Pantalone, Brighella, 
Colombina et al were brought to vigorous 
and delightful life on the boards of His 
Majesty’s Theatre.
All five performers were both highly 
gifted and vastly skilled, a sheer delight to 
watch, though of course Ferrucio Soleri as 
Harlequin tended to be (quite properly) the 
focus of attention. Amidst the program of 
scenes two short sequences remain parti­
cularly vivid to memory; the first, Soleri’s 
magnificent “improvisation”, a mime in the 
character of Harlequin about catching (and 
eventually eating) a fly; and a monologue by 
the vivacious beauty Fabrizia Castagnoli in 
the character of the most famous of the 
Commedia’s long line of “young maids” , 
Colombina. The Festival organisers knew 
before the curtain ever rose on Piccolo that 
they would lose money — but they have at 
least the satisfaction of knowing that all those 
who saw the company must have appreciated 
the privilege.
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T im u M m u i
ACT
CANBERRA THEATRE (497600)
House Guest presented by Interstar; 
with Patrick MacNee. April 20 —  24. 
CANBERRA YOUTH THEATRE 
(470781)
Treatment; director, Gail Kelly. A 
moving account of the lives of the 
handicapped. Touring schools in 
April.
PITS (485311)
The Queensland Game. Theatre and 
Bar entertainment at the Rex Hotel, 
the second in the PITS Entertainment 
Cycle. Starts April 8.
PLAYHOUSE (496488)
Julian Chagrin. Hilarious mime comic 
presented by the Canberra Theatre 
Trust. April 13-24.
THEATRE ACT (494787)
The Broken Years. An adaptation by 
Michael Boddy of Bill Gammage’s 
moving portrayal of Australians at war; 
director, George Whaley; with the 
band of the Royal Military College, 
Duntroon and the Woden Valley Youth 
Choir. At the Australian War Memorial, 
April 23, 24.
THEATRE THREE (474222)
Romanoff and Juliet by Peter Ustinov; 
directed for Canberra Repertory by 
Corille Fraser. Starts April 7.
For entries contact Janet Healey on 
49 4769.
NSW
CACOPHANY (333817)
Stables Theatre: Leftovers by Gareth 
Jones; director, Gareth Jones. April 1- 
17.
CAPITOL THEATRE (2123455)
The Tommy Steele Show. Starts April 
7.
CHAMELEON THEATRE (3582545)
Anzac House Auditorium: Who’s 
Afraid of Virginia Woolf by Edward 
Albee; director, Ross Hall; with 
Norman Phillips, Lee Gaynor, Antony 
Waddington, Amanda Morris. April 
16-30.
ENSEMBLE THEATRE (9298877)
Old World by Aleksei Arbuzov; 
director, Hayes Gordon; designer, 
Yoshi Tosa. Starts April 8.
GRIFFIN THEATRE COMPANY 
(333817)
Stables Theatre; Funny Ideas, a trilogy 
of plays by Mil Perrin; director, Mil 
Perrin. Throughout April.
HUNTER VALLEY THEATRE 
COMPANY (049/262526)
de
Playhouse: Big River by Alex Buzo; 
director, Aarne Neeme; designer,
Brian Nickless; with Julie McGregor 
and Vic Rooney. To April 3. Macbeth 
by William Shakespeare; director, 
Aarne Neeme; with Ralph Cotterill and 
Natalie Bate. Starts April 13.
KIRRIBILLI PUB THEATRE (921415) 
The Buccaneer Show by Ken 
Matthews and Steve Johnson; original 
music by Adrian Morgan; with Zoe 
Bertram, Paul Bertram, Allan Chappie, 
Margie McCrae and Tony Martin. 
Throughout April.
HER MAJESTY’S THEATRE (2123411)
They’re Playing Our Song by Neil 
Simon; director, Phil Cusack; with 
Jacki Weaver and John Waters. 
Throughout April.
MARIAN STREET THEATRE 
(4983166)
Night and Day by Tom Stoppard; 
director, Terence Clarke; with Carole 
Ray. Starts April 2.
MUSIC LOFT THEATRE (9776585) 
Loftomania written, devised and 
directed by Peggy Mortimer; with 
Enzo Toppano and Peggy Mortimer. 
Throughout April.
NEW ENGLAND THEATRE 
COMPANY (067/722911)
Absurd Person Singular by Alan 
Ayckbourn; director, Murray Foy. 
North-western state tour to April 7. 
NEW THEATRE (5193403)
Reedy River by Dick Diamond; 
director, Frank Barnes. To April 12.
The Alchemist by Ben Johnson; 
director, Jerome Levy. Starts April 24. 
NIDA (6633815)
Parade Theatre: The Provok’d Wife by 
Vanbrugh; director, Rex Cramphorn. 
Wed-Sat to April 24.
NIMROD THEATRE (6995003)
Upstairs; The Suicide by Nicholai 
Erdman; director, Aubrey Mellor; 
designer, Richard Roberts; with Peter 
Carroll, Angela Punch McGregor and 
Carole Skinner. Throughout April. 
Downstairs: Demolition Job by 
Gordon Graham; director, Anna 
Volska; with Harold Hopkins, Rob 
Steele and John Stone. Starts April 7. 
Late Night Show: Sweetcorn with 
Cathy Downes and Jenny Ludlam. 
Sequel to The Heartache and Sorrow 
Show. Fri 11pm, Sat 11.30pm, Sun 
8.30pm. Starts April 23.
York Theatre, Seymour Centre: 
Candide by Leonard Bernstein and 
Stephen Sondheim; director, John 
Bell; designer, Roger Kirk; with Philip 
Quast, Jon Ewing and Deidre 
Rubenstein. Starts April 20.
NSW THEATRE OF THE DEAF 
(3571200)
Theodore for primary schools and The 
Deaf Man In History for secondary 
schools; director Ian Watson. 
Throughout April.
PHILLIP STREET THEATRE 
(2328570)
The Anniversary by Bill Mcllwraith; 
director, Peter Williams; with June 
Salter and John Hamblin. Throughout 
April.
Q THEATRE (047/265253)
What The Butler Saw by Joe Orton; 
director, Richard Brooks. Penrith, 
throughout April.
REGENT THEATRE (2647988)
Barnum by Cy Coleman, Michael 
Stewart and Mark Bramble; director,
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Baayork Lee; musical director, Noel 
Smith; with Reg Livermore. 
Throughout April.
SEYMOUR CENTRE (6920555)
Everest Theatre: The Comic Strip.
April 5-15.
SHOPFRONT THEATRE FOR 
YOUNG PEOPLE (5883948)
Weekend workshops include 
playbuilding, mime, dance, puppetry, 
design, radio and video. Youth Theatre 
Showcase: Overgrown playbuilt by the 
company; directors, Errol Bray and 
Don Munro. April 2,3. Romeo and 
Juliet adapted by Errol Bray; director, 
Kingston Anderson. April 30.
STUDIO SYDNEY (7713333)
People Are Living There by Athol 
Fugard; director, Graham Corry. 
Throughout April.
SYDNEY THEATRE COMPANY 
(3584399)
Drama Theatre, SOH: A Map Of The 
World by David Hare; director, David 
Hare; designers; Eamon D’Arcy and 
Hayden Griffin; with Roshan Seth, 
Robert Grubb, Sheila Scott-Wilkinson, 
Penny Downie, Peter Whitford and 
Tim Robertson.
Theatre Royal: Amadeus by Peter 
Shaffer; director, Richard Wherrett; 
designers, John Stoddart and Anne 
Fraser; with John Gaden and Drew 
Forsythe. Starts April 6.
UP STAGE (2675623)
New Theatre Restaurant with Cabaret 
starring Geraldine Turner and John 
O’May. Opens April 14.
For entries contact Carole Long on 
9093010/3571200.
QLD
ARTS THEATRE (362344)
Look Back In Anger by John Osborne; 
director, Bill Davies. Classic British 
drama of the fifties. Jimmie Porter rails 
against the old and the new. To April 8. 
The Tower by Hal Porter; director, 
Jenepher Debenham. Porter’s first 
play —  a costume melodrama. Starts 
April 16.
Children’s Theatre: The Magic Kennel, 
to April 3. The Emperor’s Clothes, 
starts April 24.
LABOITE (361622)
Hell and Hay by Richard 
Fotheringham; director, Robert 
Kingham. Ironic investigation of the 
plight of Jewish internees in Australia 
during the Second World War. To April 
3. The Venetian Twins by Nick Enright 
and Terence Clarke; director, Malcolm 
Blaylock. A romp through Goldoni, 
commedia dell’ arte and operatic 
pastiche. A huge success at Nimrod. 
Starts April 14.
QUEENSLAND THEATRE COMPANY 
(2213861)
A Long Day’s Journey Into Night by 
Eugene O’Neill; director, Alan 
Edwards. O’NeiM’s tragic and largely 
autobiographical masterpiece; 
daunting but rewarding. To April 3.
The Warhorse by John Upton; 
director, Gregory Gesch. Australian 
comedy of local politics, recently 
premiered in Sydney. Starts April 27. 
TN COMPANY 93525133)
We Can’t Pay? We Won’t Pay! by Dario 
Fo; director, Rod Wissler. Superb 
political farce, as housewives rebel 
against inflation. To April 8. Antigone 
by Sophocles; director, Rod Wissler. 
Group devised production based on 
Sophocles’ tragedy. Starts April 28.
For entries contact Jeremy 
Ridgman on 377 2519.
ifi/i
THE ACTING COMPANY (2740261)
The Strange Case of the 
Disappearance of Traditional Theatre 
As We Know It or It’s Absurd! by 
Eugene Ionesco and Samuel Beckett; 
director, Sue Rider.
The Lesson in French or English 
together with Beckett’s Act Without 
Words. Touring metropolitan 
l schools, starts April 27.
' THEATRE GUILD (2285999)
Union Theatre, Uni of Adelaide:
1 Playboy of the Western World by J M 
Synge. Starts April 20.
TROUPE (2717552)
Portrait of Dora by Helene Cixous; 
director, Margaret Davis; designer, 
Lisa Philip-Harbutt. The conflict 
between Freud and his first dream 
analysis patient, Dora. Starts April 5.
For entries contact the Association 
of Community Theatres on 267 5988.
TAS
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ILLUSION CIRCUS THEATRE 
COMPANY (635178)
John Carroll Theatre, Devonport: 
Waiting For Godot by Samuel Beckett; 
director, Sue McLeod; designer,
Arwen McCutcheon. April 16-24. 
SALAMANCA THEATRE COMPANY 
9235259)
Touring schools in Hobart, East Coast, 
N East, Huon, Channel, Tasman 
Peninsula. Forests of the Night by 
David Allen; director, Margaret Davis; 
designer, Greg Methe. Woodsong by 
Les Winspear; director, Les 
Winspeare; designer, Les Winspeare 
and cast. Annie’s Coming Out by 
Richard Davey and cast; director, 
Richard Davey. Throughout April. 
TERRAPIN PUPPET THEATRE 
(346086)
Tanglefoot by Sandy McCutcheon; 
director, Sandy McCutcheon; 
designer, Jennifer Davidson. Touring 
Tasmania starting April 21.
For entries contact Jon Fogarty on 
30 8022.
VIC
AUSTRALIAN NOUVEAU THEATRE
Anthill (6993253): The Hamlet 
Machine by Heiner Muller; director, 
Jean Pierre Mignon. Starts Late April. 
ARENA THEATRE (2401937)
Boots ’n’ All by Arena Theatre; director 
Peter Charlton. For secondary 
schools. Touring metropolitan and 
country areas throughout April. Tour 
production managed by Andrea 
Lemon.
The Cauldron’s exclusive, fully 
licensed restaurant offers superb 
international cuisine, indoors in air- 
conditioned comfort or under our 
trellised courtyard.
O p e n  seven  n ig h ts  fo r d in n e r  
Tel: 331 1523 fo r reserva tio n s
207 Darlinghurst Road, 
Kings Cross.
(entrance in Farrell Ave.)
BANANA LOUNGE COMEDY ROOM 
(4192869)
Bus —  Son of Tram with Rod 
Quantock as the crazy conductor. The 
audience is taken on an adventure 
never to be forgotten. Throughout 
April.
THE COMEDY CAFE BYO 
RESTAURANT (4192869)
Skids with Rob Meadows, Mike Bishop 
and Robyn Giles. A merrytricious, 
mad-cap, mirth-filled, merry making, 
melodic mishmash of musical 
mayhem, and also a celebration of 
night life in a big city. Throughout 
April.
COMEDY THEATRE (6623233)
The Rocky Horror Show by Richard 
O'Brien; director, David Toguri; music 
by Richard Hartley; designer, Brian 
Thomson, with Daniel Abineri and 
Stuart Wagstaff. To first week April. 
DRAMA RESOURCE CENTRE 
(3475649)
Things That Go Bump In The Night 
devised by the Bouverie St TIE Team 
and written by Roy Kift. Touring 
primary schools throughout April. 
GUILD THEATRE (3474186)
Our Town by Thornton Wilder. A 
Trinity College production. Starts 
April 26.
LA MAMA (3476085)
A Death in the Family by Colin Ryan; 
director, Edwin Balt. April 1-4.
If Only They’d Look After Themselves 
devised by Rob Meldrum and Ian 
Scott. April 7-17. A Portrait of The 
Artist by George Wright; with Bill 
Binks. F tarts April 21. Two new 
Beckett plays: Rockaby and Ohio 
Impromptu; director, Colin 
Duckworth. A Frozen Rocks 
production. Starts April 31.
LAST LAUGH THEATRE 
RESTAURANT (4196225)
The International Comedy Festival:
Los Trios Ring Barkus with Alan 
Pentland and the Hot Bagels. To April 
20. Return season of The Brass Band 
starts April 20.
LE JOKE (4196225)
Hot new late night comedy. 
Throughout April.
MELBOURNE THEATRE COMPANY 
(6544000)
Athenaeum Theatre: As You Like It 
by William Shakespeare; director, 
Bruce Myles; set designer, Richard 
Prins; costume designer, Judith 
Cobb; with Sandy Gore and Gary 
Day. Throughout April.
Russell Street Theatre: As We Are 
devised and performed by Beverley 
Dunn; director, Don MacKay. April 5- 
17. Floating World by John Romeril; 
director, Graeme Blundell; with Fred
Parslow and Marion Edward. Starts 
April 21.
Athenaeum 2: Narrow Feint by David 
Knight; director, William Gluth. To 
April 24.
MUSHROOM TROUPE (3767364)
Bombora. Mushroom Troupe and 
Handspan Theatre in association with 
Alexander Theatre. April 5-8, 
Traralgon Civic Centre. April 14-18, 
Agora Theatre, La Trobe University. 
April 19-23, Caulfield Arts Centre. 
PLAYBOX THEATRE COMPANY 
(634888)
Downstairs: Curse of the Starving 
Class and Buried Child by Sam 
Shepard; director, Roger Pulvers; 
designer, Peter Corrigan. Direct from 
Adelaide Festival. Throughout April. 
Talley’s Folly by Lanford Wilson; 
director, Murray Copland; designer, 
Jennie Tate. Starts April 22.
ST MARTINS YOUTH ARTS 
THEATRE (2672551)
The Pajama Game Project adapted 
from Bissell’s novel Seven and a Half 
Cents by John Lonie; music score, 
Geoffrey O’Connell; director, Helmut 
Bakaitis. Starts April 17.
UNIVERSAL THEATRE (4193777)
Festival of All Nations, April 5. One 
Flew Over The Cuckoo's Nest, A 
Cavalier Production. Starts April 13. 
An Afternoon With Dr Hayden with 
Christopher Hogwood. April 25.
For entries contact Connie Kramer 
on 861 9448.
WA
DOLPHIN THEATRE (3802440)
University Dramatic Society presents 
Canterbury Tales; director, Cliff 
Gillam. Starts April 19.
HOLE IN THE WALL (3812403)
Spare Parts Puppet Theatre presents 
Masked, the story of Woulter Loos, 
who was exiled on the coast of WA in 
1629 after his part in the Batavia 
massacres on the Abrolhos Islands.
He vanished without trace. Cabaret, is 
a bitingly funny look at how puppets 
take off the human race and get away 
with what the censors would otherwise 
ban. Starts March 31. Touring 
Melbourne and Adelaide after WA 
season.
OCTAGON THEATRE (3802440)
Women Beware Women; director, 
Timothy West. To April 17. Mason 
Miller present As You Like It by 
William Shakespeare; director, Ray 
Omodei. Phone theatre for dates. 
PLAYHOUSE (3253500)
National Theatre Company presents 
Who’s Afriad of Virginia Woolf by 
Edward Albee; director, Rodney 
Fisher, with Robyn Nevin and Warren 
Mitchell. To April 17. (Possible 
extension).
REGAL (3811557)
House Guest by Francis Durbridge; 
director, Val May; with Patrick McNee. 
Into April.
For entries contact Margaret 
Schwan on 341 1178.
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R estaurant Supper G uide
NSW
SUMMIT (279777)
47th Floor, Australia Square, George 
St, Sydney. Lunch and dinner 7 days. 
Fixed prices for buffet luncheons 
Mon-Frid, buffet dinner $16.50 incl 2 
glasses of wine. Average a la carte $22. 
Credit cards accepted. Revolving 
restaurant with panoramic views of 
Sydney from ocean to Blue 
Mountains. Varied international 
cuisine. Ideal for pre-theatre dinners, 
Opera House and film patrons.
CENTRAL PARK RESTAURANT 
(2331094)
Terrace level 8, MLC Centre, Sydney. 
Luxurious garden restaurant right in 
city centre. An oasis of fresh, pure 
food, served in an informally elegant 
atmosphere. By day and sun pours 
through the tinted domed roof; at 
night the stars and city lights are 
above. You can dine here before the 
show at the Theatre Royal; basement 
parking available. Pre-theatre dinners 
served from 5.30pm Mon-Fri.
MARI AN STREET THEATRE (4983166) 
2 Marian Street, Killara. Pre-theatre 
dinner from 6pm Tues-Sat. Licensed. 
$15 per head for 3 courses plus tea or 
coffee. Bankcard. Supper available 
after the 4.30pm Sunday afternoon 
performance.
CASSIM’S (2675328)
16-22 Wentworth Avenue, Sydney. 
Lunch Mon-Fri, dinner and supper 
Mon-Sat. Licensed. Average $17.
Credit cards accepted. International 
cuisine served in elegant 
surroundings. Ideally located for pre­
theatre dinners and for late suppers.
Supper specialities include hot or cold 
platters with a variety of seafood, 
burets, pates etc.
BEPPI’S (3574558)
Cnr Stanley and Yurong Sts, East 
Sydney. Lunch Mon-Fri, dinner and 
supper Mon-Sat. Licensed. Credit 
cards accepted. Average $22. Long 
established as one of Sydney's top 
Italian restaurants with a superb wine 
list. Kitchen open till 11.30 for supper 
when you can discuss the evening's 
performance till 1am.
NIEUW AMSTERDAM (432991)
418 Pacific Highway, Crows Nest. 
Dinner and supper Tues-Sat 8pm —  
1am. Unlicensed. Credit cards 
accepted. Average $12. Dutch chef, 
Ron, serves seafood and international 
cuisine. Suppers are their speciality 
and a large choice of light dishes are 
available till 1am.
UPSTAGE (2675623)
652 George St, Sydney. Stylish 
surroundings, elegant food well 
executed and served and stuning 
theatre in a one-stop entertainment all 
under one roof. That’s the menu at 
Ken and Lilian Horler’s brand new 
Upstage Theatre Restaurant which 
kicks off on April 14. Pre-dinner drinks 
in the sumptuous piano bar (open 
6pm) and dinner from 7-8.30pm; 
delicious frequently changing menu of 
seafood and international cuisine from 
chefs Dany Chouet and Ken Michael. 
Dinner is followed by superb cabaret 
entertainment starring Geraldine 
Turner and John O’M ay with 
delectable deserts, coffee and liqueurs 
in the interval. Piano bar open after the 
show.
VIC
GALLERY RESTAURANT (4193311)
Hilton Hotel, cnr Wellington Pde and 
Clarendon St, East Melbourne. 
Licensed. Open 7 days from 7am- 
11.30pm for casual dining at a popular 
price. Apart from the house spcialities 
they offer both hot and cold suppers 
for those seeking an after-show venue 
and even have a weight-watchers 
section on the menu.
WALNUT TREE (3284409)
458 William Street, Melbourne. Lunch 
Mon-Fri, dinner Mon-Sat. Licensed.
All credit cards. Average $28. High 
quality international menu served in 
delightful surroundings. Let them 
know if you’re on your way to a show 
and the service will be quick and 
efficient.
FANNY’S 96633017)
243 Lonsdale St, Melbourne. Lunch 
Mon-Sat. Licensed. All credit cards. 
Average $30. A-popular restaurant 
serving consistently high quality 
French food. If you love good food and 
mixing with Melbourne’s social set this 
restaurant is a must.
LE NOUVEAU CHATEAU (515211)
48 Queens Rd, Melbourne. Dinner 
Mon-Sat, Luncheon Club. Licensed.
All credit cards. Average $25. Haute 
cuisine, French food. Good service 
and atmosphere. Great discotheque 
from 10pm-3am.
If you would like your restaurant listed 
in the TA RESTAURANT SUPPER 
GUIDE, please ring Jaki Gothard with 
details on 440 8778/356 3060.
Open until midnight. 
Dancing. From $5. 
Free Night Parking 
in Basement.
Top of Australia Square M il!
Supper a t the 
Summit.
G e ra ld in e  Turner  
John O ’M ay
Moving
Target
"a superb night out” 
"sensational”
fine food with 
a real cabaret 
Counter book 6 days 
ahead at theatre or 
Instant Charge by phone 
on 267 5623 now!
Mon to Sat at 8.45 
Dinner from 7 pm 
Dinner & show only $24.95 
For great party savings 
phone Penny on 
267 5499
652 George St 
Sydney
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TOUNCE r Contributing Editor: Jill Sykes IN FO
THE SECOND ACT
Edward Pask’s companion volume to Enter 
the Colonies, Dancing came into the 
bookshops just as this column went to press, 
so there hasn’t been time to peruse every 
word. But it appears that Ballet in Australia: 
The Second Act (Oxford University Press, 
$37.50) will be just as valuable a volume for 
its wealth of information.
Edward Pask.
It does not appear to be quite as 
entertainingly readable. There are several 
reasons for this, the most obvious being that 
the distant past always seems more 
colourful and fascinating. But the main 
difference is Pask’s approach to the subject: 
in writing about the living past, 1940 to 
1980, he has stuck to recording repertoire 
and performances, not attempting an 
overview nor weighty conclusions, and 
ignoring backstage drama and anecdote.
This is understandable — he’d need a 
volume twice the size for a start — and it 
doesn’t detract from Ballet in Australia as a 
reference book. But it does sometimes read 
like the “bagtting” chapters in the Old 
Testament. The only leaveners are extens­
ive quotes from reviewers and comments 
from the author, whose opinions on what he 
doesn’t like mostly remain unwritten; his 
praise, on the other hand, is generously 
given.
The whole tone of the book is positive, as 
it should be with so much growth in dance 
over the period covered, changes that are 
underlined by the many illustrations. I do 
wonder, though, about the title. Why not 
“Dance in Australia”? Ballet certainly gets
the lion’s share of the attention, but that is 
only natural since it dominated dance in this 
country over that period. I think enough 
information is included on the broader area 
of dance to have earned it the more 
comprehensive title.
ARTISTIC DIRECTOR 
TABOO
John Meehan rejoined the Australian Ballet 
on the first of March, in time to appear with 
the company in its Sydney season, where he 
was cast in Swan Lake, Glen Tetley’s Rite of 
Spring and a John Butler pas de deux in 
which he was reunited with one of his 
former partners, Marilyn Rowe. At the time 
of writing, his engagement with the 
company is firm only until June, when 
another former AB dancer, Simon Dow, is 
due to join it with experience at the 
Stuttgart Ballet and the Washington Ballet 
behind him.
Since John Meehan left the AB at the end 
of 1976, he has been a principal dancer with 
American Ballet Theatre and a freelance 
performer. He has partnered such top- 
ranking dancers as Natalia Makarova, 
Gelsey Kirkland and Martine van Hamel. 
He was last seen in Australia in 1979 when 
he came here as one of the Stars of World 
Ballet.
Meanwhile, as the AB advertises at home 
and abroad for a new artistic director, an 
American trend noted recently by Anna 
Kisselgoff in The New York Times makes 
disturbing reading: “The current trend 
toward unifying administrative and artistic 
duties in a chief executive points to a change 
in the entire conception of artistic director. 
In Minneapolis, extreme financial dif­
ficulties led to the resignation of Loyce 
Houlton as artistic director of Minnesota 
Dance Theatre. She has now been named 
associate director for choreography. The 
company’s board is seeking what it calls a 
‘strong leader’ as the ‘senior professional 
figure’ and interestingly, whose ‘exact 
position, title and description, is being 
developed.’
“The term ‘artistic director’ is already 
taboo. Clearly, we are heading for the era of 
the board-run company. This is a direct 
result of increasing institutionalisation of 
dance companies and has been visible in 
cities where boards form companies and 
then hire directors.”
DAME PEGGY IN 
PERTH
Dame Peggy van Praagh, one of the most 
important figures in dance in Australia, has
joined the staff of the Western Australian 
Academy of Performing Arts, which is part 
of the Mt Lawley College campus in Perthy 
writes Terry Owen. As acting dance co­
ordinator she will be supervising the 
Academy’s three year diploma in dance 
studies course, which aims to provide 
trainee teachers and performers with a 
sound technical background and an under­
standing of dance as an art form.
Dame Peggy will be commuting between 
Melbourne and Perth during the one-year 
appointment because she has several 
commitments in Melbourne, including the 
revision of a book on choreography she co­
authored 20 years ago.
Her duties at the Academy will include 
teaching, and she has accepted the W A 
Ballet Company’s invitation to act as guest 
teacher for the company.
Dame Peggy van Praagh with one of 
the dance students at the WA 
Academy of Perform ing A rts. Photo: 
WA Newspapers.
SADLER’S WELLS 
TOUR
The Sadler’s Wells Royal Ballet will arrive 
in Australia in October to begin a tour that 
takes in Brisbane, Sydney, Melbourne, 
Adelaide and Perth. It will be the first time 
in 20 years that the Royal Ballet has been 
represented in this country: in 1962, a small
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ensemble of dancers led by Margot Fonteyn 
came here. Before that, there was a long, 
fullscale tour which began in September, 
1958. Interestingly enough, that visit was 
made by the touring arm of the Royal Ballet, 
as it will be this year, though that point has 
not often been made in references since — 
perhaps not even at the time.
The two companies have distinct 
characters, the Sadler’s Wells Royal Ballet 
being considered better in some ballets than 
its mother company— The Two Pigeons, for 
example, which is one of the ballets it will 
bring to Australia. When I was in London 
last June, the SWRB was thought by many 
of the critics to be dancing better than the 
Royal Ballet, but as the performances I saw 
of both were littered with replacements for 
injured dancers, I don’t feel qualified to 
make such comparisons.
Knowing there were plans to bring the 
SWRB to Australia, I was worried that so 
much of its current repertoire was the same 
as the Australian Ballet’s. But Paul Findlay, 
assistant director of the Royal Opera House, 
reassured me when he and the ROH’s 
technical director, Tom Macarthur, made a 
flying tour of the proposed venues a month 
ago.
He talked about the possibility of a 
Kenneth MacMillan triple bill and showing 
works by British ballet’s new generation of 
choreographers, David Bintley and Michael 
Corder — though such a range of works 
might only be tackled on its longer 
stopovers.
The Two Pigeons is definite, however. It 
will be programmed with Galina Samsova’s 
virtuoso production of Paquita divert­
issements (which needs to be better done 
than the night I saw it in London). 
Balanchine’s Prodigal Son, Ninette de 
Valois’ Checkmate and MacMillan’s Elite 
Syncopations are strong probabilities, with 
three other MacMillan works — Concerto, 
The Invitation and Danses Concertantes — 
also on the list.
One of the problems of deciding on 
touring repertoire has been the size of 
available stages: they are much smaller than 
those the company plays in around the 
provinces of England. This immediately 
wipes out a number of larger scale 
possibilities.
“We must bring productions which look 
here as they do in England,” said Paul 
Findlay, assuring me we wouldn’t be 
getting any cutdown touring versions of 
company productions. “They must be 
works which our company does well and 
which are part of our heritage.”
The touring party of 50 dancers, 46 
musicians and 22 technical and manage­
ment staff, has a budget of SI.3 million for 
its Australasian tour. It is being presented 
by the Australian Elizabethan Theatre 
Trust in association with Edgely’s, and with 
financial help from the British Council and 
Barclay’s Bank.
The WA Ballet 
Company are 
becom ing a truly 
regional 
company, 
playing all round 
their vast state 
and to all 
manner of  
audiences. 
TERRY OWEN 
exam ines the 
strategy that has 
got audiences 
flocking to dance.
The West Australian Ballet Company 
has been the professional face of dance 
in Perth since 1968, when Mme Kira 
Bousloffs small group of part-time 
performers was transformed into a full­
time professional company under the 
direction of Rex Reid. Those were 
heady days in Western Australia, with 
the mineral boom bringing, along with 
the cash, a pride in the State and a 
willingness to invest in its cultural 
resources.
Today there’s still a lot of money 
being made from resource 
development in the self-styled “State 
of Excitement” . But if we’re to believe 
local Treasury officials, pay-off time 
for natural gas and diamond exports is
way in the future. Right now, money 
for many State-funded enterprises and 
services is rationed to 1981 levels of 
support, and consumer spending is also 
tightening up.
The performing arts companies are 
having to battle hard for their share of 
the leisure dollar in a middle-class 
society growing accustomed to Bali 
holidays, and weekends at Rottnest on 
the family boat. Convincing a growing 
number of Western Australians to 
; spend money on dance as well as on 
i family pleasures like backyard 
j swimming pools has been one of the 
tasks facing company Artistic Director 
Garth Welch.
When he joined the company in mid- 
1979, it had a collection of triple-bill 
programs including successful 
commissioned works by Australian 
choreographers such as Jacqui Carroll 
and Leigh Warren. But the repertoire, 
created under the successive direction 
of Rex Reid, Luis Moreno and Robin 
Haig, didn’t add up to a defined 
company style in the way that, for
example, the Australian Dance
Theatre’s dance repertoire does.
Perth’s isolation has almost
inevitably meant that the programming 
policy of the State’s only full-time 
professional dance company must be to 
offer audiences a wide-ranging dance 
experience. From 1968 to 1978 the 
company worked across a broad 
spectrum of styles, with varying
degrees of artistic success — from 
Bournonville’s Flower Festival, 
through bravura lollipops like the 
Esmeralda pas de deux, to 1960’s 
British modern dance dramas like Peter 
Darrell’s The Prisoners. The company’s 
size, fluctuating between eight and 
twelve dancers, ruled out the prospect of 
mounting an artisticallv-valid tradit-
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ional three-acter.
Western Australia turned 150 in 
1979, and Mr Welch took the 
opportunity to test his own and the 
company’s ability to mount a full 
length work. The Perth Concert Hall 
production of KAL, a boy-meets-girl 
story set in the 1890’s goldfields, was 
cleverly tailored by Mr Welch and his 
composer Verdon Williams to fit the 
small company, was enthusiastically 
received as family entertainment.
K AL’s success led Mr Welch to write 
and produce the first dance version of 
Peter Pan for the 1981 winter season in 
the magnificently-renovated His 
Majesty’s Theatre, the company’s 
home since May 1980.
The production was very 
deliberately aimed at the whole family 
as the basic audience unit. The flying 
sequences delighted the kids’ taste for 
fantasy, and there were plenty of good- 
looking traditional dance sequences to 
appeal to the company’s regular 
supporters.
The full houses for Peter Pan seemed 
to suggest that the family audience was 
there if the product was right, so the 
spring 1981 season contained two triple 
bills. Programme 1 offered 
Balanchine’s Allegro Brillante, Garth 
Welch’s Tempest, and Family, a 
commissioned work by ADT’s Joseph 
Scoglio. Programme 2 was aimed at the 
family, with a curtain-up time of 6.30. 
It offered Peter and the Wolf, the 
Balanchine work, and Sunny Day, a 
crisply cheerful work by American- 
born choreographer Charles Czarny.
Although audiences built satis­
fy ingly toward the end of the 10-night 
season, the split programme 
experiment didn’t work well.
The Xmas season, which featured 
Garth Welch’s new two-act Cinderella, 
was an interesting advance artistically 
in the family audience strategy. Access 
to the company’s scholarship students 
and some of the dance studies people at 
the WA Academy of Performing Arts 
gave Mr Welch a decent sized group to 
write for, and he got good work from 
these totally inexperienced young 
people.
In two years Garth Welch has 
achieved a lot. The quality of the 
company product is improving with 
successive seasons as he and his dancers
grow in mutual confidence, and 
effective promotion and marketing of 
the family seasons has resulted in full 
houses.
It’s always been difficult to attract 
experienced dancers to work in the 
isolation of Perth, and Mr Welch had to 
put together virtually a new company 
early in 1980 before the move into His 
Majesty’s. He now has a couple of very 
experienced and competent performers 
in Maggie Lorraine and Timothy 
Storey, with Mr Storey’s technical 
strength and theatrical savvy making 
him an invaluable asset in a company 
traditionally stronger in women 
dancers.
While Mr Welch has been building 
his company and its repertoire, other 
changes have been taking place in 
Perth’s dance scene. We haven’t seen 
any large scale visiting classical dance 
since the Edgley organisation moved 
east and stopped booking the 7000-seat 
Entertainment Centre for its dance 
imports. The Australian Ballet’s 
fleeting annual appearance at the 
ludicrously-unsuitable Centre has 
attracted ever-dwindling audiences, 
partly because of the product on offer 
and partly because Perth has, I believe, 
ceased to make any connection between 
dance and the Centre.
The 1982 Perth dance calendar at 
His Majesty’s reads quite well. Sadler’s 
Wells Royal Ballet come through late in 
the year, the Dancers of the Australian 
Ballet bring Giselle in late September, 
and Sydney Dance Company make
their first visit to Perth at the end of 
May.
The State company has three capital 
city seasons. The March programme 
starred Mr Welch’s new one-act 
Raymonda, with supporting works by 
Australian choreographers Barry 
Moreland, Ray Powell, Walter Bourke 
and Mr Welch himself. In June they 
present Andre Prokovsky’s 
Konigsmark, and for Xmas we get 
Garth Welch’s Nutcracker.
The company’s plans for 1982 also 
include an interstate tour to South 
Australia and Victoria organised by the 
Arts Council of South Australia. The 
touring programme will feature two of 
the most successful works acquired in 
the last couple of years — Charles 
Czarny’s witty and high-style Concerto 
Grosso, and Barry Moreland’s Spirals. 
The stimulus of new audiences, new 
theatres and the chance to see other 
professionals at work should be a real 
adrenalin boost for the company, which 
last travelled interstate late in 1979 to 
the Australian Dance Festival in 
Sydney.
As well as the interstate tour, the 
company schedule includes lunchtime 
performances at tertiary institutions, 
tours to population centres scattered 
through Western Australia’s million 
square miles, invitation appearances at 
ABC concerts, and schools shows at 
His Majesty’s. That’s what being a 
regional company is all about here in 
Western Australia, and that’s where the 
prospect for growth in dance audiences 
lies.
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‘ D a n c e  f t REVIEW
SD C ’s New  
Additions
by Bill Shoubridge
On first seeing Graeme Murphy’s latest 
work Homelands, one is tempted to think of it 
in terms of themes, of Australia, of coming to 
grips with it, and of making concessions to 
life and mistaking them for maturity. But 
such surgical thinking does nothing to 
explain the deep warmth and humanity of 
the ballet that carries into the minds and 
hearts of its audience.
It is, in fact, what I consider the first 
completely convincing example of a 
“psychological” ballet out of an indigenous 
choreographer. Murphy has worked in a 
psychological way before most notably in 
Poppy and Part 3 of Rumours, but in 
Homelands he has refined the language and 
the argument to a small scale but widely 
resonant end.
While his ballet doesn’t concern itself 
with four “people” it translates a woman’s 
gradual acceptance and coming to terms 
with the Australian landscape/psyche/ 
people/whatever, in a moving and personal 
way. And while I have nothing but 
admiration for the way the ballet is put 
together, I think Murphy would be hard 
pressed to find as exact a definition of his 
feelings if it were not for the four main 
protagonists in this current production.
Mary Duchesne, the older woman 
remembering her past experiences and 
feelings upon arriving in this country, is 
ideal in the part, not for the immediate 
sympathy an audience may feel for an 
“oldie” performing in a ballet because the 
fact remains she can dance magnificently 
the choreography she has been given, but 
because she fits, through sheer stage 
presence and manner, the role as it stands.
Kim Walker, ex-Aboriginal Islander 
Dance Company graduate, is in his element 
as, for want of a better term, the “spirit of 
Australia”. First seen reclining languidly 
like the Faun about to terrorise a nymph, he 
pounds the floor, inexorably draws on and 
out the other people in the drama and 
stamps, leaps and darts about like an 
elemental force. His energy and contactive 
urgency is initially a total contrast to the soft 
sweeping limbs and poetic cloudiness of 
new recruit Kelvin Coe.
His is a ruminative part, kept in the 
psychological shadows almost like a faint 
emotional reminder and it is something that 
he does so well; his delicacy of touch is a 
godsend, existing as it does in the midst of a 
company formerly not so well noted for its 
subtlety.
This delicate grandeur is nowhere better 
conveyed than in the windswept and
passionate pas de deux that Coe dances with 
the Young Girl, Janet Vernon. Both of them 
are masters of the manner of this sort of 
dancing, the grand pas de deux, and all 
those intricate hand holds and gallant 
reverences communicate a world that both 
of them know — in a word, England.
Vernon is even more convincing when 
she dances with Kim Walker. There is an 
enthusiasm but a strange stiff deference 
initially that tells us, without thinking, that 
this young girl is doing it but not coming to 
terms with it; it is enthusiastic but
Janet Vernon and M ary Duchesne in 
SDC’s Homelands. Photo: Branco 
Gaica
unknowing. But all of this changes as the 
depths of perspective of the ballet get 
deeper and more tangled, all four of them 
dance together and one can glimpse 
subliminally a merging and melding of all 
the styles, not just of “classic” and 
“contemporary” technique but of people 
and their feelings.
Carl Morrow’s Strangers is a more prickly 
work to come to terms with.
It too deals with man and his natural 
environment but it does it in a stringently 
abstract way, there is no emotionalism here 
for a viewer to hang on to.
Carl Morrow danced, for quite a few 
years with the Stuttgart Ballet and in this 
ballet too one gets glimpses of the 
antecedents; of Cranko, of Jiri Kylian, 
William Forsythe and, most indicative, of 
Glen Tetley.
Morrow has discovered, however, as 
latterly Tetley has, that it is all very well to 
have dense, intricate “half nelson” choreo­
graphy but one has to break it up, pace it 
and space it so that it makes sense in a purely 
linear way. More to the point, Morrow has a 
more exact and disciplined reaction to the 
music he uses, which could be of course due 
to the fact that it was commissioned from
David Adams and which, with its wildly 
changing feel from dark mystery to bright 
energy, is perfect for the work that Morrow 
has created.
What gives Morrow’s ballet its rich 
texture is his ability to juxtapose elements of 
statuesque groupings with wide, free group 
ensembles, frenetic, athletic and vibrant, of 
setting spatial arrangements against each 
other, a small, contemplative duet against 
an asymmetrical grouping in unison or in 
canon (best here is the first group piece for 
the women), and those moments of peace 
with those of great action.
The lasting impression is of tight 
polyphony. Morrow can work well with a 
large body of dancers, which in itself is an 
achievement, but he can also keep the eye 
working on a purely choreographic level.
Of Andris Toppe’s Suite for a Lonely 
Child I have very little to write, purely 
because of a total lack of reaction.
To be sure it is fun, bright, jazzy and 
stylish, but it is about as nourishing as 
running round the block with your mouth 
open. I am sure there was a lot of fun and 
involvement during its creation but none of 
that pizzaz and elan ever got to the stage.
Of course it is built around Jennifer 
Barry’s wonderful spring, bounce and 
fluidity, her theatricality and her natural 
expressiveness, but that is just the point —it 
is built around it, not upon it. None of the 
boys in the work, even though it was 
reworked slightly the second time I saw it, 
ever came near to being as natural and 
engrossing as she is with her limber, 
boneless style.
Apart from which, we’re all lonely at 
some times in our lives, dancers don’t have 
the market cornered and after all, aren’t we 
all a bit fed up with this Chorus Line/ 
Pagliacci jazz?
One Extra’s The 
Cheated
Concerning the One Extra Dance 
Company’s performance of The Cheated, it 
is apparent that Kai Tai Chan has built his 
works upon his performers, or cut his coat 
according to his cloth. Perhaps he isn’t 
interested in (or isn’t capable of) working 
with dancers that can act.
Anyway, although I have hitherto 
admired the way the One Extra Dance 
Company has merged movement with a 
spoken or sung text, I cannot for the life of 
me see why they invited dance critics to 
review their latest creation.
Dance as such, either on its own or in an
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amalgamation is hardly to be seen. Gesture 
is there to be sure, and perhaps the company 
should be called the One Extra Gesture 
Company.
Louis Nowra’s book The Cheated is more 
or less a scrap book of the bizarre, the tragic, 
the absurd and the poignant. Kai Tai’s 
“dance theatre piece” is a rag-bag of odds 
and ends. The content of a “sketch” is 
signalled ahead by a speaker, giving us all 
the relevant information about a subject; a 
loving dog jumping on and killing its 
master; a couple of nagging women being 
murdered by a neighbour because they kept 
on at him for not cleaning his garden, and so 
on.
It is indicative of where this company’s 
strength really lies, if only they would utilise 
it, that the most potent passage of the entire 
evening was the scene between the farmer 
and his hunchback wife. Not a word is 
spoken in this whole scene; all is mime, all is 
gesture, everything is done with a turn of 
the arm, a lift of the head, in short a mime, 
or a gesture.
It starts out at what could be called an 
“ Institution Ball”, everybody dancing 
except for two, a man and a hunchbacked 
woman, at either ends of the hall and, 
(funny this) they make small imploring 
gestures towards each other across the 
distance, like the two protagonists in Pina 
Baush’s Kontakthof. Unlike the other work 
these two get together, despite the 
affrontery and horror of others, they marry, 
she draws the plough, they exist in a 
sensible arrangement, all is right. Only she 
takes poison, believing on the word of a 
neighbour that, because she is deformed, he 
would never be faithful. He dances with her 
corpse poignantly and desperately and 
finally takes poison with her to prove that he 
loves her.
It is indeed moving and if you’ve got a 
wide emotional assimilation with something 
like Giselle, La Bayadere, Swan Lake or 
Romeo and Juliet the drama and pathos is 
only heightened. Perhaps Kai Tai Chan and 
his Company will one day expound on this 
moving theme.
Perhaps it will take them out of the realm 
of being adjuncts to the literal and into the 
realm of the emotional truth, which is 
“dance theatre’s” home ground.
Lindsay Kemp — 
Flowers and 
Dream
If there is one thing that The Dream, 
Lindsay Kemp’s production of A Mid­
summer Night ’s Dream, has in abundance it 
is atmosphere.
The sense of mystery is pervasive, malign 
and exhilarating by turns, the depths of
K em p’s version of  The Dream
sexual complexity are constantly sounded 
and the spirit of comedy/cruelty brought 
into focus with every progression of the 
plot.
Purists would be dumbfounded by it, for 
Kemp’s production does little to clarify the 
text (only about 5% of the text is spoken) 
and it plonks the balcony scene from Romeo 
and Juliet onto the end of the play instead of 
the Pyramus and Thisbe episode. But what 
does come over is the truth of spirit to the 
Shakespeare original. Kemp has staged the 
whole work as a sort of macabre Handelian 
masque (replete with quasi-baroque music, 
much male alto singing and magical 
entrances and exits) and placed over this a 
gloss of modern neuroses and confusions.
As such, the production is more complete 
than many straight versions that I’ve seen 
and far more convincing than the aerie 
whimsicalities of the Ashton ballet. There is 
far more strictly choreographed dancing in 
this production than we have seen in the 
other Kemp productions seen in Australia 
(Flowers and Salome), and this is un­
doubtedly due to utilising the new 
performers within the Company, most 
notably Francoise Testory who was 
previously with the Ballet of the 20th 
Century.
The bower scene of Titania is a highlight, 
with some subtle send-ups of Giselle and 
Sleeping Beauty and a hilariously squawking 
snippet from the Queen of the Night’s aria 
from Magic Flute in Titania’s entrance. And 
the Romeo and Juliet excerpt that closes the 
show, done in the style of an italianate 
Harlequinade is more subtle in intent than 
many people have given it credit for. After 
the embroiled sexual adventures of the 
lovers and Titania and Bottom, the 
assignation of Romeo and Juliet (at 
midnight. . . in Green Park) is itself a wry, 
mocking send-up of the drama that went 
before.
The production has its longueurs, 
Kemp’s own solo pieces are too self-
indulgent and endanger the whole piece 
with near fragmentation, and the putting of 
Juliet onto huge stilts was done merely 
because someone in the company was good 
on stilts. It was wildly funny, but didn’t 
make any sense.
As with any Kemp production, the 
smoke, make-up, costume and lighting 
effects are equal to about 50% of the 
performing and, as always, they were 
beautiful and theatrical. The Dream, as a 
whole was a great progression on the 
previous revival of Flowers.
It was patently obvious that the 
“flowers” have gone yellow at the edges 
with over-use. Teamwork was sloppy, 
feeling and atmosphere came across only 
intermittently and Kemp, in the central role 
of Divine, was less sympathetic and moving 
than he was when the work was performed 
here in 1975.
I think it’s about time Kemp put Flowers 
to bed; to see him staggering about making a 
pathetic stab at grandeur is to see a latterday 
Eleanora Duse, enfeebled and miserable, 
going through the motions of one of her 
war-horse touring productions, knowing 
that the world has caught her up and 
progressed beyond.
-GUIDE
NSW
AUSTRALIAN BALLET
Opera Theatre, Sydney Opera House 
(20588)
A mixed bill headed by Glen Tetley’s 
Rite of Spring with Our Waltzes by 
Vicente Nebrada, and divertissements. 
Until April 17.
The Hunchback of Notre Dame, latest
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dance version of the classic novel, 
choreographed to Bartók, given its 
first performances in Melbourne last 
year. From April 28. Concert Hall, 
Sydney Opera House (20588)
The divided season of Swan Lake 
continues, April 22-26.
F il m  A IN FO
Contributing Editor: 
Elizabeth Riddell
wounded, sightseers entranced) conclusion 
by an SAS assault.
SYDNEY DANCE COMPANY 
(3584600)
Touring with selections from New 
Additions I and II; Memorial Civic 
Theatre, Aubrey, March 31-April 3. 
The Ford Theatre, Geelong, April 14- 
17. Theatre Royal, Hobart, April 20-23. 
Civic Theatre, Burnie, April 27-28. 
Princess Theatre, Launceston, April 
30-May 1.
TAS
TASMANIAN DANCE COMPANY 
(003/316644)
continues its school residencies with 
modern dance works devised for 
primary and secondary schools, 
including two new works: Rainbow 
Bandit by Nanette Hassall, Spots and 
Stripes by Elizabeth O’Neill.
VIC
WA BALLET
Vic Arts Council, c/- Arts Council of 
Victoria, (5294355) 
is touring Garth Welch’s Tempest, 
Barry Moreland’s Spirals, Charles 
Czarny’s Concerto Grosso and 
selected pas de deux. April 21-May 7, 
Portland, Hamilton, Horsham, Stawell, 
Ararat, Geelong, Kyneton, Bendigo, 
Yarrawonga, Albury, Shepparton, 
Echuca, Robinvale.
OPEN STAGE (3477505)
The Sydney Corporeal Mime Theatre, 
April 1-3. The Kinetic Energy Dance 
Company, April 19-24.
NATIONAL THEATRE (5340221)
Performances by the Australian Dance 
Theatre. To April 3.
FILM LORDS VISIT
Two film lords visited Australia recently to 
publicise their films — Lord Grade flakking 
for On Golden Pond and Lord Brabourne for 
Evil Under the Sun. Lord Grade, having 
ceded his company to the Perth business­
man, Robert Holmes a Court, was less 
visible than on his last visit for The Muppet 
Movie. You can say that Lord Grade should 
be immortalised for at least one thing — he 
rescued the Muppets for Britain and the 
rest of the world when the US tired of 
Kermit and Co.
Lord Brabourne has made a number of 
Agatha Christie films, having reached a 
fr ien d ly  u n d e rs ta n d in g  w ith the 
distinguished detective story writer in the 
last years of her life. Evil Under The Sun is 
one of these. Interviewed by Margaret 
Throsby on City Extra, he described 
himself as a working producer, of which 
there are not too many extant. There was 
more to producing than just raising the 
money, he said. A producer was only as 
good as his last film. He had no idea what 
brought people to the cinema. Sometimes 
there were queues before the film had even 
been reviewed. It was all mysterious.
“One thing to guard against” he said, “is 
underestimating the taste of the public.” It 
was a mistake to imitate another successful 
film. He has seen a lot of Australian films — 
Caddie, Newsfront, Breaker Morant, The 
Winter Of Our Dreams — and admired them 
and the performers. “Look at Judy Davis 
and Bryan Brown. They are in world class, 
or soon will be.”
He would like to make an international 
film here, with an Australian director, 
perhaps Bruce Beresford, whom he has 
known and admired for years. He was off to 
meet David Lean, the director, in Delhi to 
set up a film of EM Forster’s novel, A 
Passage to India, which he had wanted to 
make for 25 years.
CAST EXPOSED
What a cast for a new United Artists’ film, 
to be provocatively called Exposed: Rudolf 
Nureyev, Harvey Keitel, Nastassia Kinski, 
Ian McShane. It’s about international 
intrigue and terrorism and locations are 
Paris and New York.
JUDY IN SIEGE
Still with terrorism, Judy Davis has signed 
to make a film in Britain, built around the 
siege of the Iranian Embassy in London, 
brought to a successful (some dead, some
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MD FOR ADAMS PACKER
Adams Packer, which has a finger in a lot of 
film pies aside from its own projects, 
announces that Ken Watts, for almost seven 
years chairman of the Australian Film 
Commission and before that a top ABC 
banana, has joined them as managing 
director.
YEAR IN THE 
PHILIPPINES
The crew and cast of The Year Of Living 
Dangerously is spending three months’ in 
the Philippines. How could anybody 
contemplate filming there after hearing of 
Francis Ford Coppola’s experiences when 
making Apocalypse Now?
QUO VADIS R & R?
Curiouser and curiouser that R & R 
Associated Films have not followed up the 
success of Gallipoli with even so much as a 
bunch of holiday snaps. Certainly the RM 
partner has had a lot on his mind with The 
Times newspapers and Channel 10, but 
doesn’t RS want to be a film tycoon any 
more?
Robert Stigwood  — not a film  tycoon 
any m ore?
LISA AS NANCY
Lisa Harrow, the NZ actress who is the 
great and good friend of Sam Neill, the NZ 
actor, has what some say is the plum role of 
the year as Nancy in the £2 million BBC 
nine-episode serial, Nancy Astor. Nancy, an 
American who married Waldorf Astor, 
American-descended but a British peer, 
was the first woman to sit in the House of 
Commons. She also led the Cliveden Set, 
considered to be pro-German in the second 
world war. The Germans rewarded her 
sympathy by raining bombs on her 
constituency, Plymouth.
FEATURE
PHILLIP NOYCE
Director o f Nezvsfront and Heatwave in interview with
Elizabeth Riddell
Film directors come from all over — 
from script writing, the theatre, from 
behind the camera, from the floor of the 
television studio and even, though not 
as often as might be supposed, from the 
ranks of assistant directors. But Phillip 
Noyce, at 31 a tall craggy man with 
strong features (as a contemporary 
admirer of the Duke of Wellington 
said, “ I like a man with a nose”), is one 
of a different breed, a graduate of the 
Film and Television School that is not 
yet ten years old. He was included in its 
first intake of students in 1973, when 
the founding director was Jerzy 
Toeplitz, two of whose students at the 
Polish Film School at Lodz had been 
Roman Polanski and Jerry 
Skolimowski. Gillian (My Brilliant 
Career, Star struck) Armstrong and 
Chris Noonan and James Ricketson
| were also in this first batch.
Phillip Noyce’s first feature film was 
Backroads and his second Nezvsfront. 
His third, titled as evocatively as the 
first two, is Heatwave, released to 
Australian cinemas a few weeks ago. It 
canvasses a subject of which elements 
appear almost daily in the newspapers 
— the development of real estate, 
sometimes against the wishes of the 
affected residents. As Noyce says, “My 
own preference is for films about our 
own experience, and these are the only 
ones I have made.”
He is the son of a country solicitor 
who came to the city and had expected 
his son to follow him into the law. 
Phillip did enrol in arts/law at Sydney 
University but he was already obsessed 
with the idea of making films, 
especially after seeing his first Sydney 
Film Festival programs in 1969. He
began making short films, usually of an 
irreverent aspect, while waiting for 
something to turn up. What turned up 
was the Film and Television School.
What kind of a director is he? I asked 
someone who had worked in his films.
“Very sensitive, very ready to listen 
to the actor”, I was told. “Meticulous, 
but he doesn’t nag. It’s quite enjoyable 
working for him, or perhaps with him is 
a better way of putting it. He doesn’t 
get heavy.”
His own view is, “A director has to 
have a certain kind of temperament. 
You have to use, to organise, whatever 
is available to you. You never get 
absolutely what you want in money or 
people. In films people are caught up in 
an infectious mania. Some call it 
paranoia, but I don’t think I qualify for 
that word.
“ I like to give the impression of not
THEATRE AUSTRALIA APRIL 1982 49
crowding an actor. I think the role of 
the director is more that of a travel 
agent, setting up a journey for the 
performer, giving him or her a road to 
take, helping him or her to find the 
character through the context of the 
character.
“When we were getting Heatwave 
together, Richard Moir, who plays 
Stephen West, the young architect just 
beginning to get on in the world, spent 
a lot of time with architects, absorbing 
their style, so to speak.
“Every profession has its own way of 
doing things and looking at itself. The 
actor can acquire what he needs for the 
character by absorption, osmosis.”
Does the laissez-faire, she’ll-do 
syndrome, sometimes mentioned in 
regard to performances in music, 
theatre and ballet, affect film 
performers?
“No, because the conditions are 
different. There’s that infectious mania 
I mentioned. And in films the cameras 
roll, you have one chance, one moment, 
and that’s it forever. You can’t rewrite, 
or try to do better the next night, or 
fudge. Oh, there can be a couple more 
takes but every take costs money, not 
good for Australian budgets. So people 
rise to the occasion, to the pressure of 
circumstances.”
Phillip says he brings in a film pretty 
much on time and pretty much on 
budget. He does not involve himself in 
raising money for a film, “except 
maybe to go to lunch and be fairly 
nice”. Since Newsfront he has been 
“bankable”, meaning that a producer 
(in the case of Heatwave this is Hilary 
Linstead, the L of M and L, probably 
Australia’s leading casting consultants) 
can raise money on his track record.
“A director really lives from one film 
to another. We keep ourselves alive 
financially by doing television 
commercials. Directors’ fees are 
improving, up from practically 
nothing, but the difficulty is that you 
get a lump sum that looks all right at the 
time, and it may have to last you two 
years.
“This is a very expensive industry. It 
eats money. Without government 
subsidies only half a dozen films would 
be made all over Australia in one year, 
which some people might think was a 
good thing. But in that case you could 
hardly call it an industry. It is also said 
that we are stretching our performing 
and technical resources too far, but I
Richard M oir in Heatwave — spent a lot 
of tim e with architects.
don’t agree. Certain people will always j 
be preferred for crew and cast because 
they have shown they can deliver the j 
goods, but new people are coming up 
all the time.”
He won’t join the debate about the j 
kind of films Australia should be 
making.
“ It’s too early to be dogmatic. Many 
different kinds of films are being made, 
and that’s all right. Whatever kind they 
are, they have to penetrate the US 
market, but this can be done at 
different levels. Films can go into 
relatively small houses in cities such as
Judy Davis in Heatwave.
New York, Boston, Los Angeles, 
Washington, San Francisco and still 
make money. There could be room for 
two kinds of films, the genuinely 
indigenous and the others” .
Newsfront, he says, has just about 
returned its investment. “ It was sold to 
the US but did not make much impact 
except in Boston, in spite of good 
reviews. It has been sold there to cable 
TV, home viewing. It won a Best 
Feature award in Belgium and was sold 
to Scandinavia and in other parts of 
Europe, and has been on German 
television several times. The BBC has 
screened it twice, the second time to an 
audience of 4.7 million.”
Phillip was his own writer, with 
other people, on all three of his films 
but says, “ I would prefer someone else 
to do the writing, but it has just 
happened otherwise. I should be 
simply interpreting the script. My own 
writing often gets in the way when I am 
directing, because I think I should have 
done it another way, or better. . .”
As of now he is working on the script, 
with others, of a television mini-series 
for Channel 10 called Illusions of Power 
from a book by Michael Sexton. He is 
also working with other directors — Dr 
George (Mad Max) Miller, the theatre 
director George Ogilvie, John Power 
(The Picture Show Man) and Carl 
Schulz, television series director. The 
six one-hour episodes will explore the 
characters in the events leading to the 
sacking of the Whitlam government, 
with Gough Whitlam, Malcolm Fraser, 
Rex Connor, John Kerr and Jim Cairns 
portrayed respectively by Max Phipps, 
John Stanton, Bill Hunter, John 
Meillon and John Hargreaves.
Umbrella Woman by Peter Kenna. Set 
in a timber town in 1938, it will be made 
at Bowraville, inland from the Pacific 
Highway, not far from Macksville and 
Nambucca Heads. It is the story of a 
“love quartet” — three men, a North 
Coast Madame Bovary, and all those 
trees.
Somebody said recently about the 
film industry, “You have to enjoy the 
action. Movie people always have 
trouble explaining to outsiders that the 
actual film making is the measure and 
the pleasure of their lives, much more 
than the permanent shadows that are 
the product of the making.”
That seems to be Philliip Noyce’s 
sentiment, in a nutshell.
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MIKE PRESTON. WENDY HUGHES. MICHAEL PATE 
and with DIANE CILENTO
DIRECTED BY TIM BURSTALL
PRODUCED BY TOM BURSTALL A TIM BURSTALL
Duet for Four —
better than a
cigarette
com m ercial
What a good idea: a small businessman is 
caught in the typical small businessman’s 
trap. He needs cash for expansion if he is to 
survive and is threatened by a big 
(American) company which on the face of it 
simply wants him to distribute its products 
along with his own in Australia but in reality 
wants control and 51 per cent of the profits. 
(Or that’s what I gathered. Not much of 
what I read in financial pages of the 
newspapers stays in my head.)
In Duet for Four, produced by Tom and 
Tim Burstall and directed by Tim Burstall 
from a script by David Williamson, the 
small businessman is played by Mike 
Preston as Ray Martin, who needs money 
not only for the business, but for his 
estranged wife who runs a gallery in the 
house they once shared and who has 
installed a boyish sculptor among some 
dubious artefacts; for his academically- 
inclined live-in companion in another house 
and her two young sons; for his own 
daughter who is pregnant and the youth 
who has impregnated her. No doubt there 
are many small businessmen in just such a 
spot. And if you add up the number of small 
businessmen, their estranged wives, their 
girl friends and all the assorted attachments 
there should be a ready made audience for 
Duet for Four (an obscure title, but let that 
go.)
The Williamson script takes care of all the 
interlocking emotional and commercial 
developments, moving swiftly in and out of 
the different houses, pads, board rooms, 
hotel lobbies, airports, coastal resorts and 
beds. There are times when the action could 
be equated with a rather long cigarette 
commercial, which is a tribute to its glossy 
competence.
Except that it is better than that. A lot of 
the people involved are recognisably real, 
including badgered Ray Martin, though 
Mike Preston, who has such difficulty 
getting his words out, may not have been 
the most inspired casting. There must be 
many crabby girl friends like Barbara 
Dunstan (Wendy Hughes) cantankerously 
flinging off to bed while Ray dashes to the 
side of his estranged wife Margot (Diane 
Cilento) at the ring of a telephone.
Margo herself is desperately addicted to 
suburban glamour, in evening gowns which
Mike Preston and Wendy Hughes, cantankerous girlfriend, in Duet For Four.
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might appear somewhat elaborate for a gala 
night at the Monte Carlo casino. She has 
trouble getting the young sculptor out of the 
house when she catches him cheating, but 
shows how decent she really is by keeping a 
vigil at the hospital bed of her daughter 
Caroline.
Sigrid Thornton — emerges well from  
Duet for Four.
While these m arita l/ex tra-m arita l/ 
paternal complications are taking place, the 
predator from America, A1 Giesman 
(Michael Pate), is keeping everybody in the 
toy making industry on tenterhooks. The 
toys, incidentally, are not extremely visible, 
though there is a factory scene in which 
everybody seems to be working like blazes 
— a lesson to us all.
Michael Pate’s A1 Giesman is very well 
done, the bonhomie underlined with 
arrogance and egotism. A1 was originally an 
Australian, as he keeps reminding every­
body. He likes a bit of fun, too, and makes a 
clumsy pass at Ray Martin’s secretary, 
Jacki, (Clare Binney).
The people who emerge in the best 
condition from Duet For Four are Michael 
Pate; Sigrid Thornton who plays Caroline 
Martin, the prospective unmarried mother 
or single parent; Arthur Dignam in a small 
role as Martin’s lawyer; Rod Mulliner in 
ditto as Martin’s competitor.
Investors are named as the Australian 
Film Commission, the Victorian Film 
Commission, Tern Jad Nominees, Greater 
Union Theatres (who are also the distr­
ibutors) Ian Roach and Burstall Nominees. 
Duet For Four was filmed in Melbourne and 
at Queenscliff, the site of Al’s rebuff by 
secretarial Jacki.
F i l m &  GUIDE
WATCH FOR THESE
HEATWAVE (reviewed in last issue) 
packs a lot of power and excitement 
and will have you on the edge of your 
cinema seat, not only for its pace and 
punch, but for an amazing 
performance by Judy Davis and one of 
Chris Haywood’s very effective 
exercises in paranoia. On a second 
viewing I think I appreciate Richard 
Moir’s interpretation of the young 
architect more than at first glance.
REDS is a knockout, for various 
reasons. It is three and a half hours 
long and mixes the experiences of an 
American, Jack Reid, in the 
Bolshevick revolution of 1917 with his 
tempestuous love affair with an 
American woman who joins him in 
Moscow. Basically it’s true, as you can
Diane Keaton and Warren B eatty in 
Reds
find out from Jack Reid’s own book, 
Ten Days That Shook The World. 
Warren Beatty wrote the script, 
produced and directed and plays Reid. 
Diane Keaton, rather over-strident, is 
the lady and Jack Nicholson appears 
as the playwright Eugene O’Neill.
THE RETURN OF THE SECAUCUS 
SEVEN will take some finding: look in 
thesmall ads forthe art cinemas. It’s 
worth the hunt to enjoy a reunion 
between a group of once idealistic —  
alternative society and all that —  
school and college friends now 
pushing 30. Some have prospered, 
some not. One Vietnam protest 
minstrel is still hitting the road with his 
guitar. Funny and sad, with not one 
familiar face.
PRINCE OF THE CITY has Sidney 
Lumet at his best, the master director 
at work as he was in Dog Day 
Afternoon and Serpico. His subject is
again the police of a great city, and 
how they handle the complexities of 
their work and their ambitions. This 
film demands close attention so don’t 
take a talker or an eater with you.
MAN OF IRON has just attained a 
further distinction —  the Polish 
government has asked the Academy 
promoters not to have it nominated for 
the Best'Foreign Film award. Superbly 
made by Andrzej Wajda, it continues 
the theme of his Man of Marble and 
says more than the newsreels can 
about Poland today and yesterday.
THE BOAT IS FULL was one of the
successes of the 1981 Sydney Film 
Festival and is now making the 
commercial rounds. It won a clutch of 
awards for screenplay and direction —  
by the German, Marcus Imhof, who 
now lives in Italy —  including Berlin’s 
coveted Silver Bear. Superficially it is 
about a small band of refugees 
crossing from Germany to Switzerland 
in the Second World War, but the 
theme is really man’s inhumanity to 
unfortunate man, and how it works.
QUARTET: it may be impossible to 
make a satisfactory film of a Jean Rhys 
novel — satisfactory, that is, to her 
devoted readers world wide —  but 
James Ivory directing and Ruth 
Prawer Jhabvala’s script can be given
Isabelle Adjani in Quartet
full marks for trying. In this enigmatic 
film (from an enigmatic story) Isabelle 
Adjani plays Marya, the chorus girl 
from Martinique, adrift in Bohemian 
Paris in the twenties who is taken up 
by the emotionally and sexually 
ambivalent couple, the Heidlers, 
played by Alan Bates and Maggie 
Smith.
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TENOR SCHOLARSHIP
Opera Foundation Australia, in the person 
of the redoubtable Lady Fairfax, launched 
what is to date the richest scholarship ever 
to be awarded for the training of opera 
singers. The bursary to be known as the 
Richard Bonynge Scholarship for Tenors 
will be $10,000 per year and has been 
endowed personally by Mr and Mrs Alan 
Bond of Perth. Applications will be solicited 
nationally and a judging panel including 
amongst others Richard Bonynge himself, 
Werner Baer, Raymond Myers and Valerie 
Collins-Varga will make the selection.
The first award will be presented at the 
Opera Audition final in August of this year. 
This endowment is the first achievement of 
the Foundation’s recently formed media 
and corporate group which as its name 
suggests has been established to engage the 
support of the media and corporate funds 
for the support of training programmes for 
singers. If all of their coups are as 
spectacular as this one, young sisters can 
look forward to a much rosier future than 
many of their seniors. For once the 
scholarship is not tied to overseas study but 
may be used in Australia or in any other 
manner which meets the approval of the 
Foundation’s music board. Enquiries 
should be made to Sydney, Phone: 
241 1212.
SA RECORD SURPLUS
The retiring General Manager of the State 
Opera of South Australia, Ian D Campbell, 
has every reason to feel that he is going off to 
the Met on a financial high. In the 1981/2
fiscal year the company looks set to achieve 
a record surplus in the vicinity of $100,000. 
The company, of course, did capacity 
business last year which has contributed to 
this result. Sadly though, this success will 
not lead to the company being able to build 
up any reserve funds as salaries increases 
across the board, resulting from various 
award increases, will soon soak it up.
FRESH START IN NZ
Opera in New Zealand has not enjoyed a 
happy existence over the last ten years. The 
re-formation of a national company in 1979 
had its own flock of Job’s comforters. 
Funding from the Queen Elizabeth I I ’s 
Arts Council has been uncertain and 
hedged around with Micky Mousery of all 
kinds. One of the recurrent problems as 
with the Australian Opera has been the 
commitment — real or imaginery — to tour 
nationally each year. At least the penny 
across the Tasman appears to have dropped 
and a new blueprint has been evolved 
which limits the company’s opportunities to 
being primarily Auckland based. As the 
Auckland province represents a third of the 
country’s population the move is a logical 
and long overdue one. Allied to this, the 
company has recently announced the 
appointment as Artistic Director of 
Raymond Hawthorne previously director of 
the very energetic Theatre Corporate (a sort 
of Nimrod of Auckland). The repertoire 
announced for 1982 is a somewhat wacky 
collection — Britten’s The Turn of the 
Screw, the Brecht/Weill Rise and Fall of the 
City of Mahagonny and The Mikado. Juan 
Mateucci previously conductor of the now
defunct Auckland Symphonia has been 
engaged as Musical Director for the year.
0/28 OPERA FESTIVAL
I have long held the view that opera should 
be considered an “ethnic art” . It was good 
therefore to see in March the multicultural 
channel 0/28 take up the point in their 
splendid series of four televised pro­
ductions. I wouldn’t begin to know how 
they would rate their success, the pro­
motional campaign mounted and the 
quality of the films themselves must have 
drawn a substantially greater audience than 
would normally watch that channel — 
assuming, that is, that they were not 
amongst the vast frustrated number who 
cannot get the channel at all. With artists of 
the status of Placido Domingo, Dietrich 
Fischer-Dieskau and Mirella Freni they 
could scarcely miss chalking up a major 
success.
The channel is kidding itself, however, if 
it genuinely believes, as it rather lugubri­
ously put about, that it had scored a first in 
sub-titling the operas in English. The 
Metropolitan Opera’s live-to-air telecasts 
on PBS have been sub-titled for years. 
Meanwhile, with the fate of the Dix report 
on the ABC uncertain and with Professor 
Kramer as new Chairman expressing her 
unhappiness with aspects of it, the future 
for sponsored simulcast by the Opera as 
earlier proposed by Patrick Vietch seems to 
have ground to a premature halt.
LYRIC OPERA DYARCHY
Historians over the centuries have observed 
that one of the problems with the Roman 
Republic was that the ever-suspicious 
citizenary would never trust one person 
alone in any office to exercise sole power. As 
a result of which, there had to be at least two 
of each one. The ultimate absurdity was the 
dual consulate both exercising “reserve” 
powers of veto over the other. The Roman 
Republic collapsed. The Lyric Opera of 
Queensland in its decision to appoint a 
General Manager and an entrepreneurial 
director seems doomed to a similar fate. 
Neil Duncan previously Director at the 
Hong Kong Arts Centre has been awarded 
the General Managership and David 
MacFarlane long-time power house of the 
Light Opera Company takes up the other 
position. The fact that Mr MacFarlane is 
also a member of the Board involved in this 
decision-making process further clouds the 
issue. It’s a sad start for a company that had 
every opportunity to start with a clean slate 
and under almost model conditions. One 
had hoped for more farsightedness on the 
part of its Board.
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Le Grand Macabre
OTERA IN
by John Carmody
There is no doubt that the philosophy 
and tradition of German theatre are 
such that, even in small theatres in 
small cities, there is no shirking the 
obligation to present a comprehensive 
repertoire, including works of this 
century. Experience snows that with 
familiarity comes greater acceptance: 
so in Frankfurt, Zimmermann’s The 
Soldiers (1958-60) is better supported 
than Jean-Philippe Rameau’s classic 
French opera, Castor and Pollux, 
though both had, in their own ways, 
splendid productions.
But the German theatres do not 
simply thrust these unfamiliar works at 
an unprepared public. Almost every 
one has a dramaturgic department, 
amongst whose tasks is the education of 
their audiences. The approaches are 
diverse — publication of free theatre 
newspapers (often as inserts in the daily 
press), introductory lectures dealing 
with the works in question or the 
musical styles of their periods, 
programmes on radio and television. 
Thus a working-class town like 
Oberhausen, on the Lower Rhine, and 
with a population less than Canberra’s, 
has a theatre which performs not only 
opera, operetta, musicals and plays, in 
rotation for over forty weeks a year, but 
can offer a trio of Slavic one-act operas,
including Moussorgsky’s The Wedding 
(which Tscherepnin completed in 
1934) and Stravinsky’s Mavra in a 
quite superbly conceived surrealistic 
production by the director of the 
theatre, Fritzdieter Gerhards.
The larger theatres, especially the 
opera companies, can and do fly higher. 
The Deutsche Oper am Rhein, 
presents twentieth century operas from 
several countries in a cycle of 
“Religious Music Theatre”, one of 
which is Hindemith’s Mathis der Maler 
(Mathis the painter), an intellectual 
study of artistic freedom, concerning 
the famous painter Mathias Gruenwald 
and his great Isenheim altarpiece. 
Some of the music is familiar from the 
Symphonic Suite of the same name, 
but the entire work is most worthwhile, 
as is Bohuslav Martinu’s The Greek 
Passion (1956-9) which is based on 
Nikos Kazantzakis’s novel Christ 
Recrucified. This is a powerful piece of 
social criticism, especially of the 
destructive role of the Church when it 
steps to the wrong side of the narrow 
line it treads between man and state. 
The music is rigorous but approach­
able, gaining strength and coherence 
from a strong influence of orthodox 
liturgical music.
Each of these productions would 
have repaid study by the Australian 
Opera. Their great dramatic impact
was achieved without expensive sets or 
lavish costumes: quite the reverse. The 
emphasis was upon imaginative
lighting and the effect far transcended 
what is achieved with the AO’s 19th 
century approach to theatre. Showing 
that they are not without humour in the 
midst of so much religion, this theatre 
also has a splendid French farce 
double-bill in a quite inspired
production, w’ith settings in the style of 
a child’s paper theatre: Ibert’s 
Angelique and Poulenc’s anti-war,
inchoate The Breasts of Tiresias (1945).
The Bonn Theatre recently
presented an expanded, remorselessly 
anti-war, quite horrifying, version of 
Stravinsky’s Soldier’s Tale. The 
production, in a very small performing 
space (the opera “Workshop”) was 
very much in the tradition of Austro- 
German political cabaret.
Michael Gielen, who is the director 
of the Frankfurt Opera, has long had a 
reputation in contemporary music and 
his theatre has a reputation for its 
radical productions. He conducted the 
premiere of The Soldiers in Cologne in 
1965. It remains in the Frankfurt 
repertoire, its enormous scale some­
what rationalised: the idiom is 
essentially a development of Berg’s in 
Wozzeck and Lulu, though the opera is 
dramatically more diverse and 
complex. It is powerful social criticism
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Geschichte vom Soldaten
GERMANY
showing the destructive effect that a j 
crass society can have on the innocent 
or naive, in this case the ingenuous ! 
Marie (who has strong parallels with j 
Wozzeck, himself) with the military, at j 
all levels, a metaphor for society. In the j 
Frankfurt production the stage is j 
surrounded on three sides by two- 
metre banks of fluorescent lights and all 
the officers wear a Reichswehr 
uniform. The emotional impact was 
enormous and as the beleagured 
heroine, the English singer, Nan 
Christie, gave the finest acting 
performance that I have ever seen on an 
operatic stage.
With John Pritchard, as its Music 
Director, it is not surprising that the 
Cologne Opera has Peter Grimes in its 
repertoire. It is a thoroughly un­
sentimental production, which stresses 
the harshness of life in nineteenth- 
century Aldeburgh and the claustro­
phobia of its social life centred on The 
Boar Inn.
Cologne also has an inspired pro­
duction of Berg’s Wozzeck,. with the 
renowned Walter Berry in the title role 
and superbly stimulating settings by 
the artist Achim Freyer. This German 
practice of involving its finest artists in 
theatrical production is one that we 
could emulate with profit. Everything 
is grey, matching Wozzeck’s dispirited 
world and depressing future, except for
flashes of red — the colour of Marie’s 
blood that will prove so fateful and fatal 
for him — in the florid Captain’s face 
and the beard of the Drum-Major who 
steals Marie from Wozzeck. In this 
almost monochrome setting, the 
appearance of a dozen or so black-eared 
white rabbits became almost surreal­
istic in an extraordinarily unsettling 
juxtaposition of the natural and the 
bizarre.
The Styrian Autumn Festival in 
Graz (Austria) provided an 
opportunity of hearing Berg’s other 
opera, Lulu, conducted by Professor 
Friedrich Cerha who recently com­
pleted the crucial third act from Berg’s 
material. This act is vital, not simply 
because it plays out Lulu’s fate as, in 
her tawdry London brothel, she 
encounters a series of counterparts to 
the men whose death she has caused 
earlier in the opera, but because this 
precise balance in his music was almost 
an obsession with Berg. The 
organisation in his music demands 
repeated hearings, for which a 
recording is invaluable; on the other 
hand, with dramatic works, the exper­
ience in the theatre is indispensable for 
a proper understanding.
Ultimately, Lulu, like Wozzeck, is a 
depressing experience. This same 
Styrian Festival (which is devoted 
exclusively to contemporary arts) also
provided a superbly exhilarating, 
optimistic operatic experience: Ligeti’s 
Le Grand Macabre, commissioned by 
the Royal Opera of Stockholm and first 
performed there in 1978.
The opera, which is based on Michel 
de Ghelderodes’s La Balade du Grand 
Macabre, and opens in a graveyard, 
contains every conceivable element of 
theatre: the lovers and their music are 
as classic as Monteverdi, there is 
theatre of the absurd, there is circus, 
cabaret, almost music hall, the chorus is 
more often in the galleries than on the 
stage, action takes place in the foyers 
and sweeps into the auditorium with 
the lights following.
The variety of music matches this 
action. At first it is easy to be deceived 
by the comic elements: the preludes to 
the first two acts are played by 12 
differently-tuned car hooters; the 
capers of Astradamors and Mescalna 
are accompanied by Offenbach 
caricatures; but, at the most important 
moments the music is of unremitting 
power. One character is borne into the 
auditorium and Go-Go’s court while 
the orchestra builds up to a huge climax 
in a series of variations over 
Beethoven’s Prometheus theme as a 
ground, and the lovers’ music, which 
was written for Elisabeth Soederstroem 
and Kerstin Meyer, is of an irresistible 
loveliness.
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REV IEW
Three great 
sopranos
by Ken H ealey
Madama Butterfly, Lucrezia Borgia, and 
Norma must rate very near the top of any 
short list of one-woman operas. Each of 
them is a showpiece for a prima donna, and 
only a handful of companies anywhere in 
the world could hope to display talents like 
those of Joan Carden, Joan Sutherland, and 
Rita Hunter on successive evenings. Yet 
this is precisely what the Australian Opera 
was able to do at the Sydney Opera House 
towards the end of February.
An operatically inclined visitor to Sydney 
could be forgiven for concluding that our 
national company builds its repertoire 
around the quality of its sopranos. In fact, 
forgiveness would be out of place because 
tht hypothetical visitor would be very 
nearly right. The company’s repertoire of 
showpieces is now built around the unique 
talent of Joan Sutherland; the current 
Norma, which Rita Hunter is making her 
own, was mounted for Sutherland in 1978, 
while Carden took over both Lakme and The 
Tales of Hoffman from the illustrious Dame 
Joan in earlier seasons.
One of the functions of a national critic 
who sees three or four operas a month is to 
discern and comment on trends in policy, or 
what passes for it in some companies. The 
AO has been bedevilled by Bonynge 
novelties such as his version of The Beggars 
Opera and the summer season’s Comedies of 
Three Centuries which cannot hope to hold 
audiences after initial curiosity has been 
satisfied. But the company does have the 
compensating strength of the Sutherland 
repertoire and the fact that first rank 
sopranos are available to assume the 
starring roles created by the great Dame. I 
believe that we can see with the arrival from 
the Met of the baritone Sherill Milnes to 
sing Hamlet and Macbeth later this year a 
shift towards the practice of most of the 
world’s great opera houses. Since no one 
can afford more than one super-star at a 
time, we may begin to hear occasionally 
some of the very top talent in voice types 
other than soprano, as one hears either 
Teresa Berganza’s Carmen or Plácido 
Domingo’s Jose in the San Francisco 
Carmen, but not both of them together. It 
would be a prudent insurance against 
having an unbalanced repertoire when 
Sutherland eventually retires, and I cannot 
believe that the AO’s general manager,
Rita Hunter and Rosem ary Gunn in 
the A O ’s Norma
Patrick Veitch, is not already writing his 
policy.
To return to the Sydney Opera House in 
February, the AO was very nearly at top 
international quality throughout the three 
operas under review. Expatriate tenor Jon 
Sydney did not impress sufficiently as 
Pinkerton, the morally ugly American who 
causes Butterfly’s tragedy, to warrant an 
immediate recall to his homeland, even 
though we are short of excellent tenors. 
Besides showing a lack of rehearsal with 
conductor Stuart Challender in the first act, 
Sydney demonstrated a reliable but manu­
factured voice which has a tendency to bleat 
under pressure.
Speaking of tenors, the company lacks 
a primo uomo, Lamberto Furlan still being 
unable to relate dramatically to his soprano 
(Sutherland) and lacking the rich, fat tone 
that might make us forget that shortcoming. 
Anson Austin, new to the role of Pollione in
Norma, continues to work near miracles 
with a physique and an instrument never 
meant to engulf us with lush Italianate 
sound. Nevertheless, his dramatic involve­
ment and impassioned singing won 
rapturous applause in the first scene, and he 
sustained that quality all night in so far as 
the role allowed.
Two other important ingredients of all­
round quality merit comment — design and 
lighting. While costuming continues 
opulent, the sets of neither Butterfly nor 
Norma look better than good regional, 
possibly because of the constraints of 
touring. Admittedly, Fiorella Mariani’s 
original designs for Norma have been 
improved from appalling to adequate. But, 
mitigating factors apart, where is the thrust 
of contemporary, imaginative design which 
has appeared intermittently in, for example, 
Katya Kobanova and A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream? On a positive note, Kristian 
Fredrikson has found a one-off solution to 
the problem of interminable stairs on the 
stage of the Opera House concert hall, 
where Lucrezia Borgia was played. Massive 
facades suggesting the dynastic dominance 
of the Borgias, Orsinis, and Este families, 
back the action. Curiously, I found that the 
interior scenes worked better than the 
exteriors, considered as dramatic wholes. 
That must be a new phenomenon for opera 
in the concert hall.
Lighting is now a wholly integrated part 
of theatre design,and the company’s 
resident lighting man, Donn Byrnes, may 
be at a disadvantage in taking over existing 
productions. In the case of the 
Butterfly lighting originally created by John 
Copley for Leona Mitchell there was 
previously a far greater, more pervasive 
subtlety of light.
Finally, any company mounting 
Butterfly, Lucrezia Borgia, and Norma will 
be judged by the quality of the sopranos. It 
would be churlish indeed to do less than 
rejoice in the AO’s trio. I have seen 
Butterfly more movingly portrayed at her 
first act entry, but where is one likely to see 
or hear such an exquisite range of vocal and 
emotional colour thereafter than from Joan 
Carden? From playfulnes through doubt, 
back to firm resolve, and finally to dignified 
death, Butterfly the woman seared her 
ind iv iduality  upon our m em ories. 
Characteristically, Carden’s performance 
grew to an almost unbearable intensity in its 
final moments, raising high melodrama 
toward the realm of tragedy. John Pringle 
contributed a notably intelligent sharpness.
Gaetano Donizetti, prolific composer, 
but a mere man, yielded to his original 
prima donna and added a final aria of
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Lam berto Furiavi and Bernadette Cullen in A O ’s Lucrezia Borgia. 
Photo: Branco Gaica
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dazzling virtuosity to Lucrezia Borgia. It 
may never have been sung better by anyone 
than by Sutherland, and even she can rarely 
have surpassed her present form. In fact, 
when the history of our era in opera comes 
to be written, it will record the superhuman 
consistency of La Stupenda. The fact that 
this opera is not good enough to be spoiled 
by such a musical coda is something that 
will also be said about much of the 
Sutherland-Bonynge repertoire. I am not, 
however, prepared to carp on the basis of 
the cumulative evidence: the operas may 
not be worth revival until another such 
singer appears, but they are providing a 
vehicle for a freak talent, and this 
production was thrice blessed in that it also 
had Robert Allman, towering in voice and 
I presence, as Lucrezia’s husband, and half a 
dozen of the company’s men singing 
smaller, but vital roles at a standard which 
ought to satisfy anyone. No regional or 
stagione company could ever cast at such 
depth. In addition, both Norma and 
Lucrezia Borgia were adorned with hand­
some young mezzos, Rosemary Gunn and 
Bernadette Cullen respectively, who are set 
to continue the remarkable standards 
achieved by their seniors at the Australian 
Opera, Margreta Elkins and Heather Begg.
When I saw Rita Hunter and Rosemary 
Gunn in Norma in Melbourne last 
November I commented on the unexpected 
highlight of the performance: the delicate, 
soft singing in their great second act duet. 
Much of the remainder of their ensemble 
has since risen to that standard, and Miss 
Hunter’s bravura singing of “Casta Diva” 
after her first entrance has become one of 
the gems of the opera. By contrast, I recall 
that Sutherland four years ago cruised 
through the aria at reduced power.
Rita Hunter is dramatically at her best 
when forthright; her dominant figure and 
cutting, almost steely tone remain strongest 
in memory. Thus, Norma’s ultimate selfless 
act of offering herself as sacrifice to save 
Adalgisa, Pollione, and Norma’s own 
children, is less satisfactorily shown. Other 
bonuses in the production are Clifford 
Grant’s continuing majesty as Orovese, and 
the intelligent, involved Pollione of Anson 
Austin, helping to make the evening totally 
superior as music theatre to the strictly 
comparable Lucrezia Borgia of the previous 
night.
Musically neither Donizetti nor his 
contemporary Bellini can withstand the 
appellation “tunesmith” . It sums them up, 
and comments on the impoverished state of 
all but melody in musical Italy in the 
decades between Beethoven and Wagner in 
Germany and before the mature Verdi in 
Italy itself. The AO chorus was no more 
than adequate for Richard Bonynge in 
either of the bel canto operas, but the 
orchestra was satisfactory over all three 
nights. In fine, a strong conclusion to the 
summer season.
VIC
THE AUSTRALIAN OPERA 
Comedies Of Three Centuries: Rosina 
by William Shield (English); 
conductor, Richard Bonynge; 
producer, Christopher Renshaw; 
designer, Kenneth Rowell. The Bear 
by William Walton (English); 
conductor, David Kram; producer, 
Robin Lovejoy; designer, Tom 
Lingwood. Ba-ta-dan by Jacques 
Offenbach
(French/English/ltalian/nonsense); 
conductor, Richard Bonynge; 
producer, Christopher Renshaw; 
designer, Kenneth Rowell. Robin 
Lovejoy’s exquisite production of The 
Bear, featuring Heather Begg’s 
incandescent performance as Popova, 
is joined by two repertoire curiosities, 
Shield’s Rosina premiered in 1782 and 
Offenbach’s knockabout one-acter 
Ba-ta-dan. April 1-27. Cavalleria 
Rusticana by Mascagni and / Pagliacci 
by Leoncavallo —  in Italian.
I
Conductor, Carlo Felice Cellario; 
Producers, Andrew Sinclair 
(Cavalleria Rusticana), Elke Neidhardt 
(Pagliacci). April 2-22. La Traviata by 
Verdi —  in Italian. Melbourne has 
certainly seen this one to a turn! 
Worthy of note could be the cast 
change on April 7 and 16 for Beverly
Bergen as Violetta and recently 
returned baritone Michael Lewis as 
Germont Pere. Conductor, Stuart 
Challender. Producer, John Copley. 
Designers, Henry Bardon (sets), 
Michael Stennett (costumes). April 3- 
17. La Boheme by Puccini —  in Italian. 
Conductor, Carlo Felice 
Cillario/William Reid (April 126, May 
8). Producer, Andrew Sinclair. 
Designer, Tom Lingwood. April 24-30. 
Madama Butterfly by Puccini —  in 
Italian. Conductor, William Reid. 
Producer, John Copley. Designers, 
Henry Bardon and Michael Stennett. 
With Rhonda Bruce, Kathleen Moore, 
Anson Austin and Gregory Yurisich. 
Copley’s highly successful production 
is a mainstay of AO’s repertoire and 
features a range of the company’s 
leading house talent. April 29.
Princess Theatre, Melbourne. Phone: 
662 2911.
WA
WA OPERA
Rigoletto by Verdi (in English). A new 
production by the valiant company 
that keeps the operatic flag flying in 
the west. Musical Director, Gerald 
Krug; Producer, Michael Beauchamp; 
Designer, William Dowd. With the WA 
Arts Orchestra. April 24, 28, 30. His 
Majesty’s Theatre, Perth.
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The
New
Composers
James M urdoch looks at the new  
generation o f  up and coming  
com posers and the kind o f work 
they are producing
Toop, Penberthy, M ustard, Schultz, Smallwood and Koehne. 
Photo: Branco Gaica.
The world of the arts is a cruel one. 
There is always another cast biding its 
time in the wings. The now familiar 
names of Australian composition — 
Sculthorpe, Meale, Banks, Sitsky, 
Brumby, Werder, Dreyfus, Butterley, 
Humble, Lumsdaine — are of the 
middle generation. It has taken them 20 
years of slog to achieve some presence.
The so-called “younger” generation 
— Conyngham, Edwards, Boyd, Hair, 
Wesley-Smith, etc — are now well into 
their thirties. Most of these composers 
are materially better off and generally 
find performances of their works more 
easily.
Now, the members of the youngest 
generation, most of whom are in their 
twenties, are beginning to make their 
mark. There is a large number of them. 
Their talents and techniques are 
formidable. Their self confidence is 
refreshing.
“ Sharman’s Festival” as it will be 
known inevitably, pushed up front 
some of these young composers in a 
forceful way, the like of which the older 
generations of composers had to wait a 
long time to achieve.
No less an important event than the 
opening concert of the 1982 Adelaide 
Festival was devoted to the premier 
performances of the winning entries of 
the Peter Stuyvesant/ABC/Adelaide 
Festival Composers’ Competition. 
Other substantial concerts contained 
new Australian works.
One concert, amounting to a small 
retrospective for Richard Meale’s 
fiftieth birthday year, contained the 
premier performance of a section of his 
most recent work, the opera Voss.
For the first time, composers had the 
tent during Writers’ Week. They hope 
it will become a permanent fixture. 
There is barely a composer who won’t 
write an opera, a piece of music theatre, 
a choral work or set some words to 
■ music. How to find a librettist and 
collaborator? Writers’ Week is a good 
start. This year Colin Brumby and 
Thomas Shapcott discussed their joint 
efforts and some of the problems in 
setting music to words.
The new plays also had their music 
content. For Patrick White’s new play 
Signa l Driver,  D ire c to r  N eil 
Armstrong invited Carl Vine to write 
music and sound effects. Vine already
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is well-known for his works for the 
theatre, especially his brilliant score for 
Poppy.
Through these performances, the 
Adelaide Festival has at last provided a 
major public forum for new Australian 
composition. The ABC broadcast the 
concerts live on FM. There has not 
existed such a platform for some time.
During the late 60’s, the Adelaide 
Festival hosted the exuberant ISCM 
concerts, a major clearing house for the 
new works of the previous two years as 
well as the latest avant gardery from 
abroad. This gave the composers the 
opportunity to hear each other’s music, 
to get to know each other and, usually, 
to discuss The State of Composition in 
Australia. They were most important 
within new music circles. But they 
hardly projected any impact on the 
Festival generally.
Subsequently, with the increasing 
funds from Federal and State govern­
ments, during the 70’s there were 
regular Young Composers’ Training 
Schemes, Seminars, Conferences, etc. 
Contemporary music performing 
groups were established. Some were, 
and still are, exceptionally good. There 
was a strong composer involvement 
with them, and the composers enjoyed 
a stronger and deeper commitment 
from the performers.
Commercial recordings of Aust­
ralian compositions became more 
frequent, starting with the acclaimed 
set of ten discs issued by Festival 
Records at the 1972 Adelaide Festival. 
Composer’s manuscripts were publ­
ished (mainly overseas) in handsome 
editions.
During these years the indefatigable 
Patrick Thomas initiated and con­
ducted most of the new Australian 
works for the ABC, but usually in 
studio performances for the purposes 
of recording. The tapes of these 
performances at long last are beginning 
to emerge from the ABC’s shelves 
through the good work of Tony Caine. 
The ABC has commissioned more than 
25 new works to celebrate its 50th 
birthday (but no work from a non- 
Australian — no Berio, to Crumb, no 
Maxwell Davies, no Henze).
The Young Composers Summer 
School has just completed its third 
year. Graeme Koehne, who won the big 
Festival composition prize, as well as 
the John Bishop Commission, took part 
in the first two Summer Schools. Wide 
commissioning and fellowship grants
from the Music Board provided 
support and encouragement for many 
composers.
All this has meant that the emerging 
composers work within a wider and 
deeper framework than their elders. 
There are more professional possibil­
ities as composer and academic. The 
base of the pyramid is larger. They are 
not so spot-lighted. Each work does not 
have to be a winner. They are allowed 
an unsuccessful work and can retain 
some dignity. Most importantly, they 
appear to be more mature, less 
competitive. The identity crisis which 
so bothered the previous generation, 
seems less.
What of the music itself?
It is stronger, emphatic in gesture. 
The energy content is higher. There is a 
real propulsion, sometimes even with 
rhythms, where before there were cells 
of commotion which soon fizzled out. 
They are not afraid to make a loud 
noise.
The events in the music which make 
up the mental horizons seem more 
poised and placed more confidently. To 
a large extent, the floating shimmery 
mirage like a hovering Fata Morgana, 
and which typified a lot of the music of 
the previous generation, now is rare.
Generally there is also more craft, 
more technique. More adventurous 
encounters with diverse styles. As a 
body of work I am enjoying it more 
because it risks more.
Who are the new composers?
A few have already distinguished 
themselves publicly — Brian Howard, 
Carl Vine, Graeme Koehne, Cameron 
Allan, for example — but the rest are 
still flexing their muscles in the usual
ghetto concerts. I believe we will be 
hearing a lot more from them.
They are also what we must describe 
as the establishment composers. That 
is, they do not belong to the avant 
garde. In the main their works are 
performed in establishment places and 
will continue to do so. I am not dealing 
here with the composers of the 
“performance art” school which is 
most active in Melbourne. But even 
that is not avant garde and indeed there 
doesn’t appear to be one anywhere at 
the moment.
Perhaps it is of significance that for 
the first time this century one can refer 
to establishment composers and not be, 
and not intend to be, derogatory.
Here is a random list of the new 
composers, not definitive. You can 
allocate your own number of stars as 
you hear their music.
Graeme Koehne. 26. Born in 
Adelaide. Studied with Richard Meale 
and Tristram Cary. Currently tutor at 
the University of New England. 
Winner of 1982 Stuyvesant/ABC/ 
Festival Competition and John Bishop 
Commission. Already distinguished 
orchestral composer but wants to work 
in theatre and is collaborating with 
Graeme Murphy. His major apprentice 
work Rain Forest is now behind him. 
His Sinfonietta had the sweet smell of 
success: a loud boo — at the Adelaide 
Festival premiere.
Carl Vine. 28. Born in Perth. 
Studied with Barry Conyngham and 
John Exton. Known as a theatre 
composer in collaboration with choreo­
graphers, especially Graeme Murphy. 
Director of brilliant “Flederman” 
group. Composed scores for the
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successful Poppy, Hate and Signal 
Driver.
Brian Howard. 32. Born in 
Sydney. Successful opera Inner Voices 
(Louis Nowra) and large orchestral 
works. Resident composer with the 
Royal Danish Ballet (NB the Aust­
ralian Ballet) and considerable Euro­
pean experience. Now much commis­
sioned and collaborating with choreo­
grapher Barry Moreland on new music 
theatre pieces The Rainbow Serpent for 
the Seymour Group in July.
Cameron Allan. 27. Born in 
Sydney. Studied NSW Conser- 
vatorium and is virtuoso trombone 
player. Jim Sharman’s composer for his 
films and now for Heatwave. Also 
involed with pop groups but is now 
returning to “serious” music.
Graeme Koehne, winner of the 
Adelaide Festival Prize.
Michael Barkl. 24. Born in 
Sydney. Studied with Don Banks, 
Martin Wesley-Smith, Ross Edwards, 
Warren Burt and Vincent Plush. So far 
mainly institutional performances but 
wrote most impressive work for 1982 
School.
Andrew Schultz. 22. Born in 
Brisbane. Studied with Colin Brumby 
and Phillip Bracanin. Has won many 
prizes with substantial body of works.
Michael Smetanin. 24. Born in 
Sydney. Studied with Graham Hair 
and Richard Toop. Strong robust 
works. This year studies with Louis 
Andriesson in Holland.
Riccardo Formosa. Following a 
background in commercial music, 
Formosa is composing highly creative 
scores and is currently studying with 
Franco Donatoni, in Italy.
Gerard Brophy. A prize-winner at 
the Adelaide Festival, Brophy also is
studying in Italy with Franco 
Donatoni.
David Joseph. Summer School 
Fellowship holder, he is studying with 
Luis de Pablo in Spain during 1982.
Edward Primrose. Pupil of Don 
Banks, with a strong first symphony 
already chalked up. Made such a great 
success of his composer-in-residency in 
Shepparton for “Music ’81” that the 
Council requested an extension.
Richard Vella. Instrumental and 
orchestral works, live electronics and 
successful score for The Cheated for the 
One Extra Dance Theatre. Clearly a 
theatre composer.
Gerald Glynn. Resident in France, 
Glynn tutored at the NSW Con during 
1981. His small output has gained him a 
large respect.
Jim Cotter. A theatre composer and 
first-rate all-round musician. Written 
many works for dance and drama, 
notably in collaboration with Dorothy 
Hewett. During 1982 is in residence 
with the Magpie theatre in education 
company.
Trevor Pearce. Following study in 
England, is now tutoring at the NSW 
Con. His new work for “Flederman” at 
the Sydney Festival impressed the 
critics.
James Franklin. His Piano Con­
certo won a prize at the Adelaide 
Festival. Pupil of Peter Sculthorpe.
Anthea Taylor. One of the most 
interesting young women composers. 
Pupil of Meale and living in Adelaide.
Elena Kats. Studied at the NSW 
Con and now is in Germany studying. 
Featured in the documentary Notes on a 
Landscape.
John Terry. Successfully writing 
children’s opera’s, one of which looks 
like having performances in the US.
Stuart Hille. Studying in the US 
with George Crumb.
Colin Bright. A musical naif, 
Bright is interested in Aboriginal music 
and Asian music and is studying in 
Holland with Ton de Leeuw.
Robert Murphy. A career in mixed 
styles has led to his Artmusic being 
presented in a special concert at the 
Adelaide Festival.
Robert Doublas. Studied with 
extraordinary Gillian Whitehead. 
“Flederman” played his first work in 
public for the Sydney Festival. An 
impressive “first” .
Jonathon Mustard. Studied at the 
NSW Con and a Summer School 
participant.
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ENGLISH COMPOSERS 
FOR AUSTRALIAN 
OPERAS
English composer, Edward Cowie (from the 
Schott stable) is to spend six months this 
year as composer-in-residence with the 
Sydney College for the Arts. Its Dean, John 
Baily, met with the energetic Cowie last 
year when he was here with Sydney Nolan to 
look at the Ned Kelly country. Cowie is 
writing an opera based on Ned for Covent 
Garden, with Nolan’s designs, of course. 
Cowie is also a painter and is interested in 
the sciences. Cowie will get the feel of 
Australia for the opera as well as excite his 
students.
Another English intrusion on the 
| jealously guarded territory of Australian 
opera is by visiting music educationalist and 
composer, Alun Renshaw. He is a composer 
in the community and is composer-in- 
j residence for the Western Suburbs of 
I Sydney. For the people of the Western 
! Suburbs he has composed a 50-minute 
i opera The Tunnel with a cast of 200 aged 
between four and 86. There has been 
overw helm ing response from the 
community.
One of the characters is the Being of 
Light and is played by an elderly recluse 
who weighs 26 stone. Her life has been 
transformed and her engagement with life 
now is awe-inspiring. Renshaw has had to 
re-write the work 16 times as various 
bureaucracies have let him down. His 
promised orchestras have not materialised 
and he has resorted to an electronic music 
accompaniment.
Four performances on the same day 
(how’s that for cutting costs) at the Sydney 
Town Hall were a great success and the 
work will be repeated later in the year 
during the Western Suburbs Festival under 
the artistic direction of Anthony Steel. The 
Tunnel was directed by John Gittoes and 
produced by Valerie Byrne.
Renshaw has also been commissioned by 
Rockhampton to compose a musical theatre 
work for next year.
BBC SYMPHONY 
ORCHESTRA TO TOUR
If anything illustrates the need for the Dix 
Report recommendation that an entre­
preneurial body to be called “Music 
Australia” be set up, it is the withdrawal of
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Music € REV IEWthe ABC from bringing out the BBC Symphony Orchestra to tour Australia.With remarkable swiftness, to the rescue 
comes that sleeping giant, the Confeder­
ation of Australasian Arts Centres, led by 
George Fairfax. The Confederation has 
already signed a contract for a nine-concert 
tour of Australia by the BBC Symphony 
Orchestra (two in Perth, one in Adelaide, 
two in Melbourne, one in Canberra, one in 
Brisbane and two in Sydney).
The programs are classical but with 
contemporary British music in each pro­
gram (the British are claiming Malcolm 
Williamson although he is now resident in 
Australia) with Britten’s Les Illuminations 
(with Heather Harper) and his Violin 
Concerto; Peter Maxwell Davies’ Fantasia 
on an In Nomine of John Taverner; Sir 
Michael Tippett’s work dedicated to Prince 
Charles.
The conductor will be Gennardi 
Rozhdesjvensky, with soloist Victoria Post- 
nikova (his wife), playing the Tchaikovsky 
and Rachmaninov, Ida Haendel playing the 
Brahms and Britten violin concertos, and 
Harper who will also sing in the Mahler 4th. 
John Pritchard will conduct two of the 
programs.
This is the first major initiative of the 
Confederation. With the combined re­
sources of the Performing Arts Centres 
behind the visit, it must be a great success. 
Will the ABC buy recording rights? If it 
does, it blows its case against the Dix Report 
recommendation. If it doesn’t, it will seem \ 
vindictive to the Confederation and insult- j 
ing to the BBC.
Stravinsky — the
m usical
chameleon.
by Fred Blanks
The composer to whom the random finger of 
I history points most firmly this year is Igor 
; Stravinsky. For in 1982 we honour the
I centenary of his birth near St Petersburg in
June 1882. He died in 1971 after a fruitful life 
i  which finally labelled him, in the words of 
; the Grove dictionary, “an American 
| composer of Russian origin” . Morethanany 
j  other composer of this century, Stravinsky 
| was a musical chameleon; trained early in the 
! Russian tradition of Rimsky-Korsakov, he 
j  passed unscathed through every musical 
j fashion of his lifetime with his head held high
and his reputation shining. In his own words 
as an old man,
Developments in language are not easily 
abandoned, and the composer who fails 
to take account of them may lose the 
mainstream. When you are 75 and your 
generation has overlapped with four 
younger ones, it behoves you not to 
decide in advance “how far composers 
can go” but to try to discover whatever 
new thing it is that makes the new 
generation new.
Both his neo-romantic and his neo­
classical periods threw forth masterpieces. 
The great ballet scores written for the 
Diaghilev camp of course became standards 
of the repertoire — works like The Firebird, 
Petrouchka, the amazing Rite Of Spring 
which caused a furore when it first appeared 
in Paris, and practically ignited a musical 
revolution. But the neo-classical works also
EUROPEAN ARTS 
SCOUTS HERE
During March, Australia hosted two 
charming arts scouts from Europe: Hannah 
Horovitz, Deputy Head of the Visiting Arts 
Unit of Great Britain, and Josephine 
Markovits, in charge of special projects for 
the Paris Autumn Festival, sampled a wide 
range of arts activities in Australia. 
Horovitz (sister of composer Joseph) places 
and promotes most foreign arts activities 
into England, and Markovits was shopping 
for a substantial Australian content for the 
1983 Paris Autumn Festival. Conductor, Ronald Zollman.
The project will be a grand opportunity 
for the Confederation to oil the rails of co­
operation. What other interesting money- 
shpinners could it now sign up? What opera 
companies? What dance and drama com­
panies? Which of the world’s greatest 
soloists could now be marketed as a 
package? Do I hear that magic word 
“amortization”?
The visit must be welcomed for we will 
hear a really first-rate orchestra playing 
some great music.
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not always emerge when we hear it played 
by run-of-the-mill ballet orchestras which 
are not quite equal to its scintillating 
intricacies.
Petrouchka presents the clown as a tragic 
and ominous figure; his mischievous and 
frivolous counterpart is Pulcinella, and in 
this clown-score Stravinsky uses melodies 
by or attributed to Pergolesi. The Town 
Hall murky acoustics took some of the edge 
off this performance, and Stravinsky’s 
tongue-in-cheek treatment (a duet between 
trombone and double bass, for instance) 
seemed just a fraction constrained; only 
bass Grant Dickson, sharing the vocal 
interludes with mezzo-soprano Suzanne 
McLeod and tenor Raymond McDonald, 
captured the spirit of amorous irreverence 
in this music to the full.
Rather disappointing were the empty 
spaces in the hall; one would have thought 
local audiences more astute than to miss 
what could well be among the year’s most 
stimulating concerts. Spot-on was the critic 
who called Stravinsky the demi-god of 
modern music.
A few earlier divinities made appearances 
d u rin g  the m onth . D vorak and 
Mendelsssohn exhibited a touch of lethargy 
in the hands of the 14-strong Sofia Soloist 
Chamber Ensemble. This Bulgarian group 
has been playing at the Festival of Perth, 
and flew to Sydney for one concert in the 
Opera Theatre; though they were adequate 
to their task, one wondered whether it had 
been worth it. Emil Tabakov was their 
conductor, and with them as soloist 
appeared the Czech guitarist Vladimir 
Mikulka, very reticent in the A Major 
Giuliani Concerto.
Another concert of interest was the 
farewell of the Sydney Conservatorium 
Orchestra, whose 55 members left for a tour 
of China and thereabouts at the end of 
February. Under their regular mentor 
Ronald Smart, they played Sibelius’ 
Symphony No 2 and works by Rossini and 
Don Banks, as well as the Mendelssohn 
Violin Concerto with Christopher Kimber as 
a spirited soloist. Like most student 
orchestras, the Con one has its episodes of 
excessive caution, balanced by occasional 
bouts of energy with a feeling of devil-take- 
the-hindmost, but in general this is a 
capable team with a great deal of individual 
expertise.
Finally, a note or two about the black- 
and-white brigade, the pianists. Denis 
Hennig contributed adroitly to the 
Stravinsky festival. Two young Italians, 
Gianmaria Bonino and Giuliana Comi 
proved to be of good piano competition 
standard in a joint recital for the Hephzibah 
Menuhin Scholarship Fund. Stanislav 
Yovanovich, lately from California, played 
Scriabin, Chopin, Liszt and Rachmaninov 
— a heavyweight selection.
But if Russian music dominated the 
month, it was thanks to Igor Stravinsky.
have become models of their kind — the 
Symphony in Three Movements, the Violin 
Concerto, the Octet and many other 
chamber-music scores. Even the operas, as 
diverse as Mavra and The Rake's Progress, 
have caused a permanent stir.
Stravinsky’s music remains consistently 
fascinating, no matter how often you hear it, 
and that remains the hallmark of greatness.
We shall return to him shortly in 
connection with the ABC Stravinsky 
Festival which brought three major concerts 
by the Sydney Symphony Orchestra to the 
Town Hall recently. Before this, however, a 
couple of sentences on the other 1982 
centenarians.
The two most important are Karol 
Szymanowski of Poland (who died in 1937 in 
Switzerland) and Zoltán Kodaly of Hungary 
(who died in 1967 in Budapest). Both 
combined elements of nationalism with a 
genius that took their reputation world­
wide. Szymanowski, who combined features 
of impressionism with an anguished 
romanticism, became the greatest Polish 
composer since Chopin. Kodaly put down 
roots into the folk-music of his country, and 
also developed a deep interest in musical 
education, so that his methods are now 
practised internationally; Diana Hoermann 
has done sterling work with them in this 
state. Both composers will be well re­
presented in ABC programs later this year.
It is also the centenary of Australian 
Percy Grainger, whose star of prophetic 
eccentricity is in the ascendant, and of 
M exican M anuel Ponce; an o th er 
anniversary of note is the 150th of the death 
of Italian Muzio Clementi (born 1752).
But now back to Stravinsky.
The first point to make about the ABC 
tribute is that the three programs were 
intelligently chosen to supply a wide cross- 
section of this foremost time-traveller 
among composers. There was his neo- 
classicism with Pulcinella and the Symphony 
in Three Movements, his Diaghilev fixation 
with Petrouchka and the Rite, the religious 
timelessness of the Symphony of Psalms, the 
romantic pastiche leanings with the 
Tchaikovsky-oriented Fairy's Kiss. His 
mechanical motor rhythms were in plentiful 
display; abstract and pictorial creative 
founts were both represented.
I heard a few performances only, and 
found these well-rehearsed. The young 
Belgian conductor Ronald Zollman dis­
dained visual histrionics, but made his 
matter-of-fact style evoke a keen response. 
Brilliant was his direction of Petrouchka, 
and so was the contribution made by many 
of the SSO section leaders, notably 
trumpeter Daniel Mendelow. And what a 
marvellous score this is — a fact that does
L
Trumpeteer, Daniel Mendelow.
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OOKS
Bruce Mason 
solo
by John McCallum
The Pohutukawa Tree, Awatea, Bruce 
Mason Solo, Blood of the Lamb by
Bruce Mason. All Price Milburn with 
Victoria University Press. Published in 
Australia by Currency Press.
Bruce Mason Solo: only in an inimical 
theatrical culture could a country’s leading 
dramatist’s major publication have a title 
like that. Bruce Mason is New Zealand’s 
greatest established writer for theatre and 
his best work has been written for himself to 
perform by himself. There are dozens of 
characters, richly evoked, in his major work, 
The End of the Golden Weather, but because 
he was writing for a theatre which barely 
existed, and when it did, barely recognised 
its own community, he had to write them all 
into a monologue so that he could play them 
all himself.
Mason has been a soldier, a librarian, a 
PR officer and an advertising copywriter as 
well as critic, actor and performer. Again, in 
a richer theatrical environment he could 
have expected a rewarding career as the last 
two only. His biog in Contemporary 
Dramatists is a dog’s breakfast of different 
jobs — tribute to the trials he has had to face 
as a professional man of the theatre. Here is 
one who has come out of great tribulation, 
and has washed his robes and made them 
white in the blood of the lamb.
What makes Mason particularly interest­
ing, and more than just another casualty in 
the maturation process of a colonial culture, 
is the extent to which he has used his 
ambivalent attitude to his community as a 
source of inspiration in his work. He is self- 
absorbed, or at least, this is the most 
interesting tone in his best writing. When 
he is writing about Maori society, as he does 
in his best known play, The Pohutukawa 
Tree, and its companion piece Awatea, it is 
with a fascinated self-awareness of the 
imposed European culture which the 
Maoris face and of which Bruce Mason is a 
part. In his monologues he exhibits a sure 
craftsmanship and a writer’s earnestness in 
pieces such as To Russia With Love but the 
ease and sure touch of a master come only in 
the self-conscious, self-exploratory pieces 
such as The End of the Golden Weather and 
Not Christmas but Guy Fawkes. In these, 
exploring with rich poetic prose the depths 
of a provincial New Zealand childhood, or 
wryly commenting on the ego-problems of a 
sensitive, cultivated person in a constricted, 
materialist society, he is fascinating. In the 
baroque, tragi-comic final monologue in 
Bruce Mason Solo, Courting Blackbird, all
Bruce Masoi
PohutU kd]/\/i
; The 
Tree
the conflicts in a young culture, like New 
Zealand (or Australia) are wildly laid out: 
between modern European radicalism and 
the centuries of respectable tradition that 
makes it possible; between the conservative 
provincialism of New Zealand society and 
the excitements offered the young narrator 
by the outside world; and between the 
narrator’s embarrassment about his country 
and his feeling of warm belonging. Which 
brings us back to The End of the Golden 
Weather, in which the last, with the sense of 
value which discovering one’s roots brings, 
is lovingly set forth.
It is frustrating, (but maybe just as well) 
that of all Mason’s prolific writing only 
three plays and the four monologues have 
reached us across the Tasman in print. He 
has apparently written more than 30 plays. 
He has given nearly 1,000 performances of 
The End of the Golden Weather (which Blind 
Freddy can tell I admire inordinately), and 
only illness has stopped him now, but he has 
never performed it in Australia. What has 
been presented here, unsuccessfully, is his 
latest play Blood of the Lamb, and although 
it is a fine play it is a pity that for too many 
Australians it is the only example of his 
work. It is a play you’d think would appeal
here — aggressively energetic and stylish, 
satisfyingly overblown and sentimental, 
self-consiously “modern” in subject. In the 
end, though, it fails for the sorts of reasons 
that many Australian plays have failed, 
since Louis Esson. It is too civilised, in 
surface colour and deep emotional tone, to 
strike roots in a vulgar but vital young 
society. It is a play written by the cultivated 
outsider in a materialistic society — the 
school swot.
The central conflict in Mason’s auto­
biographical work — between the energetic 
philistine young culture he grew up in and 
the decadent sophisticated culture he 
educated himself in — is one that should be 
familiar in Australia. No Australian stage 
writers have done quite so well as Mason in 
exploring that “territory of the heart we call 
childhood” (although many prose writers 
have) and now it seems that they are not 
interested in doing so. Perhaps, as in New 
Zealand, dramatists have moved on from 
the nostalgic exploration of their roots — 
have reached in fact, as we prepare to send 
troops to the Sinai Desert, the end of the 
golden weather.
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...continued from page 14
lvrics seem influenced by the concept 
musicals introduced by Harold Prince 
and Michael Bennett, with the 
emphasis on the audience’s 
involvement with the characters rather 
than conventional musical set pieces. 
The Nimrod will produce Chamber 
Music late this year, and it will be 
interesting to see how the public reacts 
to this somewhat experimental show.
Composer Sarah de Jong could never 
be accused of being conventional, 
especially when collaborating with her 
husband, Louis Nowra, and this year 
will see them teaming for two stage 
works. Royal Show, a group developed 
project under Nowra’s supervision, 
will open in Adelaide with half a dozen 
de Jong tunes arranged for a six piece 
band. The Nowras are also working on 
an original musical called Fox, a story 
set in a dance hall. Sara de Jong, whose 
musical style has always been 
distinctive, has gradually modified her 
melodic lines for greater audience 
accessibility, and her contribution to 
the Desert Wombats’ Desert Flambe 
indicates that she could write 
effectively for the commercial theatre if 
she so desired.
We shouldn’t hold our breath 
waiting for the long promised musical 
adaption of Seven Little Australians. 
Since it was first works hopped by the 
STC, several drafts have been handed 
in to the prospective producers, 
Hayden-Price, who consider the score 
satisfactory but find the book still 
unworkable. However, the same 
producers have invested heavily in 
another locally written musical (being 
kept under wraps), scheduled to open 
early next year.
And that’s as much as I can tell you, 
if your eyes haven’t already crossed 
from all these facts and figures. We’re 
in for lavish spectacles reminiscent of 
the heyday of Australian theatre in the 
thirties, alongside an injection of new 
ideas befitting the eighties. There’s no 
great breakthrough in style or form 
indicated, but a resurgence of interest 
in any form of theatre is healthy for the 
whole industry, and hopefully 
inspiring to the next generation of 
writers, directors and performers who 
will want to make their own 
contribution.
Oh yes, one last thing. . .start saving 
your pennies. With all these big budget 
musicals on the horizon, you can bet 
the ticket prices will do you out of a 
week’s rent!
T H E S P IA ’S P R IZ E  
C R O S S W O R D  N O .4 0
N a m e ..........................................................
A ddress......................................................
........................................P /cod e...............
The first correct entry drawn on 
March 25 will receive one year’s free 
subscription to TA.
ACROSS
I. Mad sex trip session with these 
artists (14)
9. Barricade erected round BVS chaps 
and model (9)
10. Familiarly, painter is noted father,
see (5)
II. Song born of murky riesling (5)
12. My French love has an odd 
measurement and is therefore a 
zoological curiosity (9)
13. Timid martyr pursued by queens 
and cheats (8)
14. Presuppose a like calculation at this 
point (6)
17.Supporting one who has no 
direction with the team (6)
19.Somehow am ortise expanse of 
water (5,3)
22. Sort of organ more valuable than a 
cor(o)net? (4,5)
24. Restructured location of a dozen (5)
25. Live character at spring (5)
26. Lady crim nevertheless belongs to 
this (9)
27. Your metrics lie fraudulently (14)
DOWN
1. Cry o f discovery over noted cattle 
publicity at historic site (6,8)
2. In penury find truth by the river 
without me (7)
3. Besought a measure to favour 
journalist (9)
4. Steer Sam forcefully to boats (8)
5. Excursion away, then at home to a 
thousand (6)
6. Contribution to at-home placed. . .
(5)
7. . . .  furniture and a classy picture (7)
8. Always two girls right in the middle 
of a search
15. Give a point for character and 
nothing with force (9)
16. Send help down to head of mill in 
charge of two particles (8)
18. Honest, as the queen is inside (7)
20. Apparently, evil you owe us is slinky
(7)
23.Own about fifty to divide up (5)
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MUSIC PUBLISHERS 
SINCE 1811
Chappell music
As p a rt  o f  its c o n t in u in g  c o m m it m e n t  to th e  d e v e lo p m e n t  o f  th e a tr e  in A u s tr a lia , C h a p p e ll  M u s ic  h a s  e x p a n d e d  
its ra n g e  o f  s h o w s  a v a ila b le  f o r  a m a te u r  a n d  s o m e  p r o fe s s io n a l p e r fo r m a n c e s . T h r o u g h  o u r  a s s o c ia t io n  w i t h J .C .  
W illia m s o n , M u s ic  T h e a tr e  In t e r n a t io n a l a n d  o th e r s  w e c a n  n o w  o ffe r  lic e n c e s  in r e s p e c t  of:
ANNABELLE BROOM A FUNNY THING HAPPENED ON THE PACIFIC OVERTURES
(THE UNHAPPY WATCH) WAY TO THE FORUM PAINT YOUR WAGON
ANNIE GET YOUR GUN THE GEISHA PAJAMA GAME
ANYONE CAN WHISTLE GIRL FROM THE SNOWY PHILOMEN
THE APPLE TREE GOING UP PINNOCHIO
THE ARCADIANS GOOD COMPANIONS PIPE DREAM
ARCHY & MEHITABEL GONDOLIERS PIPPIN
BABES IN ARMS GRAB ME A GONDOLA PIRATES OF PENZANCE
BEGGARS OPERA GUYS & DOLLS QUAKER GIRL
BELLE OF NEW YORK HALF A SIXPENCE QUICKSILVER
BELLS ARE RINGING HALF IN EARNEST REBEL MAID
BELLS OF CORNEVILLE HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN RED MILL
BERLIN TO BROADWAY HIGH JINKS RIVERWIND
WITH KURT WEILL H.M.S. PINAFORE THE ROBBER BRIDEGROOM
BLUEBIRD HOW TO SUCCEED IN BUSINESS 1776
BOYS FROM SYRACUSE I DO, I DO SALLY
BRIGADOON IOLANTHE SAN TOY
BYE BYE BIRDIE JACK AND THE BEANSTALK SHOWBOAT
CALL ME MADAM JACQUES BREL IS ALIVE & LIVING IN SMIKE
CAMELOT PARIS SONG OF NORWAY
CANDIDE KATINKA SOUND OF MUSIC
CAROUSEL KING & I SOUTH PACIFIC
CELEBRATION KISMET STARTING HERE STARTING NOW
CHARLIE GIRL LADY AUDLEY’S SECRET THE STINGIEST MAN IN TOWN
CHOCOLATE SOLDIER LILAC DOMINO SUNNY
CINDERELLA LISBON STORY THE SENTIMENTAL BLOKE
CINDERELLA (PRINCE ST. PLAYERS) LITTLE DUTCH GIRL THEODORE & CO.
COMPANY A LITTLE NIGHT MUSIC THREE IN THE SAME BOAT
COUNT OF LUXEMBURG LOLA MONTEZ THREE MUSKETEERS
COUNTRY GIRL LOVE FROM JUDY TOM JONES
DAMN YANKEES MAID OF THE MOUNTAINS TOM SAWYER
DESERT SONG MAN OF LA MANCHA TWO BY TWO
DO I HEAR A WALTZ ME & JULIET VAMP VAMP
DOWN RIVER MERRIE ENGLAND VERONIQUE
THE DRUNKARD MERRY WIDOW VIKTORIA & HER HUSSAR
DUCHESS OF DANTZIG MIKADO WEST SIDE STORY
EARNEST IN LOVE THE MOST HAPPY FELU\ WHERE’S CHARLEY
THE FANTASTICS THE MUSIC MAN WILDFLOWER
FIDDLER ON THE ROOF NEW MOON WILD VIOLETS
FIREFLY NO GOLD NO WHISKEY WORKING
FLORA DORA NO STRINGS YEOMAN OF THE GUARD
FLOWER DRUM SONG OKLAHOMA ZIP GOES A MILLION
FOLLIES ONCE UPON A MATTRESS
FOLLOW THE STAR OUR MISS GIBBS
For inform ation concerning these or other shows for am ateur or professional performance contact:
MUSIC PUBLISHERS 
SINCE 1811
Owen Pilcher
Chappell music
CHAPPELL & CO. (AUSTRALIA) PTY. LTD.
99 FORBES ST., WOOLLOOMOOLOO, N.S.W. 2011 
POSTAL ADDRESS: P.O. BOX 250, KINGS CROSS, N.S.W. 2011 
Telephone: 356 3322 Telex: CHPAUS AA25799 Cables: SYMPHONY SYDNEY
THE
INTERNATIONAL 
PASSPORT 
TO SMOKING 
PLEASURE
MIU) Cium K TOB\ccos 
K I M ,  Size
WARNING-SMOKING IS A HEALTH HAZARD
AMERICAN CIGARETTE COMPANY
